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Summary




Sabine and Ketsu's encounter after reuniting. Things don't go as smoothly as they seem.




Notes




This is my first work; honest criticism is appreciated.




I'm not going to try and write an essay, but I understand that there are a few stigmatisms about posting works with self-harm topics in them. First of all, none of that is explicitly written in this work. As someone who has self-harmed, my intention is not to normalize self-harm. I wrote this because it helped me to heal, and reading similar works helped me to heal. Further, I want people who do not understand what self-harming is like to have some idea and knowledge of what it is like.




With that, please enjoy my work.




The first time she saw Ketsu, she didn’t really believe it. It was funny, in battle, adrenaline running and heart racing – when everything felt more real than life – seeing Ketsu didn’t seem real. Even the next day, it didn’t feel real.




Until Sabine saw her again.




She was walking through the camp, picking up more proton torpedoes for the Ghost, when she caught a glimpse of a familiar orange helmet. She was frozen in place, watching her former best friend – who didn’t even know she existed right now – before she felt her stomach start to clench, her throat constrict, and vision blur with tears.




She ran.




She closed her eyes, but all she saw was the Watch. Padded white walls, transparent plastisteel viewing panels, plastisteel bed. Doctors, with Coruscant accents, diagnosing, prescribing, above reproach.




She couldn’t breathe. Her helmet was squeezing her head. Ripping it off, Sabine threw up just outside of the base perimeter. She fell back, body shaking, and curled into a ball.




“No,” she whispered to herself, “I’m not going back.”




Minutes later, she sat up. Spitting the taste out of her mouth, she stood up, the burning in her lungs the only good feeling, and started walking to get those kriffing proton torpedoes, wait, it was torpedoes, right? Karabast.




She was just back at the Ghost – thanking herself for not running into Ketsu – Chopper had even come out to–




“Hey, Sabine, hold up!”




She saw the all-to-familiar helmet out of the corner of her eye, “I don’t have time for you, Ketsu.”




Ketsu stopped dead in her tracks – one of the few times someone had made her speechless – as her best friend – well, former best friend now – blatantly blew her off.




“Hey I–”




“Stuff it.”




Definitely former best friend.




Sabine practically dove into her room, sitting up against the wall – she couldn’t stand the softness of the bed right now – and reached for her paints. No, she pulled her hand back, she couldn’t do art in this mood. She knew that much – from more than one experience of the Ghost – she would hate anything she made.




She heard a voice, Ketsu’s, as she was thrown at the feet of an imperial bounty officer, hands in binders, her best friend sneering at her, betraying her–




It’s just money.




Why did Ketsu say that?




It’s just money.




Why did she have to screw it up?




It’s just money.




Why, why did it always feel like her fault?




Hugging her legs tighter, she tried to block out the sound, fingers scratching for the vent beside her. To her it was a crutch – an alcoholic’s last bottle, an addict’s hit of spice, or a smoker’s last deathstick – and pulled her knife from behind the vent.




It was ironic really, in fact, that’s why she chose this blade – a form of self-harm in itself – because it was a Mandalorian blade. Stamped with clan Wren’s sigil, a small, concealable suicide blade, made for torture, a last act of defiance towards captors.




She slid her bracers off, pulling her sleeve up to reveal the line of scars across her wrist, haphazardly sprawling up her forearm.




“Kanan!” Ezra nearly yelled, pounding on the door, “it’s–”




“Sabine, I know,” he said, the door opening as he sat meditating.




“What’s going on? Is she going to be okay? We need to help her!”




“I know,” he sighed, “but there’s only so much we can do, this is her journey alone.”




“But there’s–”




“Meditate. You aren’t helping her any like this.”




Ezra’s eyebrows shot up, and he charged back to his quarters.




Later that afternoon, Ketsu decided to stop by the Ghost, she may not have been a good friend, but by Maker, she wasn’t–




“Hy Ketsu, what are you doing here?” Ezra asked, catching her at the ramp by accident.




“Actually, I was–”




“Looking for Sabine?” she nodded, “I’ll be right back,” he said, walking to her room.




Before he was done asking – hell, the door had hardly opened – Sabine’s string of swear words, both in basic and in mandoa – which was a feat in itself – gave him his answer.




He walked back to Ketsu, waiting at the ramp, a glimpse of hope in her eyes.




“Hey, uh, Ketsu,” he said rubbing the back of his head, “uh–”




He didn’t know what to say. What do you even tell someone?




“Not a good time?” she asked, hope shattering, eyes dropping to the ground.




He took a long breath.




“I don’t think so.”




She sighed and walked back across base.




She really was that bad, wasn’t she?




Kanan was already sitting at the Ghost’s table, spinning forms in the steam of his mug, when Ketsu slipped in.




“Hey kid,” he said, sliding an extra mug of caf towards her, “problems?”




“It’s not kid” she said, slumping into the seat, “and like you wouldn’t believe.”




He nodded, “Sabine?”




“Yeah, how’d you know?”




He sighed. “Not the first time today, and,” he paused, “I am a Jedi.”




Kriffing Jedi.




“She won’t talk to me, or even see me, it’s like…” her inability to even find the words to describe her best friend – former best friend – made her feel worse.




He nodded.




“When we got her,” he paused, looking over her shoulder, “it was rough. Really, rough. We broke her out of an imperial prison ship, along with a dozen others. She practically begged Hera and I to join the crew, but we had no idea what we were in for. Those first weeks…” He stopped.




“What about them?”




“I don’t think that’s my story to tell.”




She sighed, looking down at her mug, her own reflection making her look away.




“What should I do? What can I do?”




He sipped his mug, setting it down.




“What do you want to do?”




She looked up, startled, why was this about her?




“I want–” she stopped, taking a breath, “I need to fix what I kriffed up.”




He nodded, “Try again tomorrow when she’s not busy, and not stuck in her room. Understand, and be patient. What she went through is worse than you expect.”




Her stomach dropped. I can expect pretty bad, she thought, rubbing her forearm.




Sabine huffed, legs hanging off the far-enough-to-kill-you cliff, feet dangling above oblivion, as she thought back on her time with Ketsu.




Money was tight at the time, she got that – but it was just money – and she knew what her paint cost – Maker, the jobs she did to supply her stock of paint – but she never bought any when money was tight. She just ran through her stock, that’s why she had stored up paint. She knew Ketsu didn’t like her having paint when they were low on money, but she didn’t have to turn her into the Empire for money.




She sighed, sliding closer to the edge.




Why did this all feel like her fault?




She heard Ketsu’s words to her, the sneer in her voice.




It’s just–




Something shuffled beside her.




She looked over to see Ketsu.




Oh great.




She sighed, as Ketsu pulled off her helmet, setting it beside her.




“I’m sorry,” Ketsu said looking over the cliff, as the words hung between them.




“I know what you said, but if you don’t want to see me,” she paused, “you don’t have to. I’ll leave, and never mess with your crew, or the rebels again.”




Hell, Ketsu thought, after what I did, I’d jump if you asked.




Sabine was stunned. Did that mean she knew – no, there was no way she knew. But she didn’t expect that.




They sat for a second, then a minute.




“I get it,” Ketsu started, hurt evident in her voice as she started to stand, “I’ll be gone by–”




“No.”




The whisper-quiet word hung between them, Ketsu frozen, her body still taught as if she were about to stand up.




Finally, she relaxed.




“You don’t hate me?” she asked, in a quiet, nearly breaking voice.




“No. When you left me, I was picked up by the Imperials–”




“I know it was hard, you don’t have to tell me,” Ketsu said, not wanting to hurt Sabine anymore.




“I need to.”




“Why? Why would you...?”




“It helps. Helps me to move on. To…to heal.”




Ketsu nodded.




 “They put me in a prison cell. By that night, I was already in ‘the Watch’. I had broken off a piece of the plastisteel and tried to, well, you know...” Sabine paused.




Ketsu rubbed her wrists.




“So, for two months I was stuck in a padded cell, transparent plastisteel viewing ports everywhere – even in in the ‘fresher – the only color I could see was white. I couldn’t do anything.”




She gave a dark chuckle, “well, nothing but think of every, little thing I did to deserve being there.”




Sabine sighed, crossing her arms around herself.




“When Kanan and Zeb broke me out, I asked if I could join them. I thought somehow it would all go away if I could get in the stars again,” she sighed, “But it didn’t. Instead, they ended up watching me. For two weeks, they couldn’t give me anything but paint, because I might – no, because I would’ve hurt myself.”




She stopped, hands hovering from her gesturing, mouth slightly open.




“But if I had known how much it meant to you, how much must’ve you struggled for money, I wouldn’t have ever-”




“No,” Ketsu finally said, her voice breaking.




Don’t say that, Ketsu screamed in her head, this was MY fault, don’t– Maker please don’t– Just–




The whisper-quiet word caused Sabine to freeze this time. She looked at Ketsu, tears streaming down her face, a perfect example of Mandalorian stoicism, just like me, Sabine thought spitefully.




“The day after I turned you in,” Ketsu said, pulling off her bracers and setting them beside herself, “I felt so stupid, to get so mad over paint. I thought you would’ve already escaped, but I could never...”




She looked down at her arms, hovering over her legs. Sabine moved closer to her, their arms touching, “I could never forgive myself,” her voice hitching as she sobbed.




Sabine slowly pulled up Ketsu’s sleeves, revealing the word traitor in rough, slashing scars across the inside of her left arm, and Sabine calligraphed in scar tissue into the inside of her left arm.




“I’m so sorry Sabine.”




Sabine nearly launched herself at her best friend, burying her tear-soaked face in Ketsu’s neck, and making sure neither of them could ever run away again.




“I am too,” Sabine whispered as she held onto her friend.




“Will you–,” Ketsu stopped, not daring to ask her that.




After all, how could she ever forgive her?




“Always. Always Ketsu.”




Tears ran down Ketsu’s face, as she pulled Sabine closer to her.




She didn’t deserve Sabine, hell, the galaxy didn’t deserve Sabine.




“It was never your fault,” Ketsu said, a little surprised at her own words, but meaning every ounce of them.




Sabine dissolved into tears, finally hearing the words she had desperately needed to hear for years.




Ketsu held her former best friend – no, best friend – as she wept, clinging to her frame, her sobs slowly turning into a quiet string of thankyouthankyouthankyouthankyouthankyou




They sat in silence for the better part of an hour afterward, slowly moving to lean against each other as they wiped their tears.




“You know, Ezra really does like you,” Ketsu started.




“Ezra?” Sabine laughed for the first time that day, “Yeah, he’s borderline obsessed.”




“No,” Ketsu said, turning her head slightly, “he cares more than you know. If you keep rejecting him, you’re going to regret it for the rest of your life.”




“Ask me how I know,” Ketsu finally whispered.




Could I? Sabine thought, Could we really? Is there a chance?




“I’m scared,” Sabine said, the words slipping out, surprising her.




“We all are,” Ketsu smiled at her friend, “but that’s no reason to give up.”




Ezra caught Sabine and Ketsu walking back to the Ghost – wait, that was Sabine and Ketsu? Didn’t they hate each other yesterday? What was with these two?




“Night Sabine,” Ketsu called, waving as Sabine ducked into her room. She turned to face Ezra and flicked her head to motion him outside of the ship.




He followed her outside slowly, bewildered by what he had just seen.




“So…I guess you two made up then?” he said.




“Yeah, yeah,” Ketsu said quickly looking around, before locking eyes directly with Ezra, “You need to ask Sabine out, Ezra.”




“Yeah…she doesn’t really like me that way I don’t think, besides–”




“She needs you right now Ezra because you care.”




Ezra’s jaw hit the ground.




“Really?”




“Yes,” Ketsu practically jumped on him, rolling her eyes when he didn’t understand.




“But how do I…help and not, you know…”




“That doesn’t matter,” Ketsu said, holding his shoulders and looking him in the eyes, “You’ll find a way.”




“Okay, okay,” Ezra said, taking a deep breath.




“Go,” Ketsu said, pushing him up the Ghost’s ramp.




Ezra knocked on her door. It opened, Sabine was lying on her bed, but immediately went to the door when she saw him.




“So…” he started, “can we uh…”




He sighed, mentally facepalming at himself.




Sabine crossed her arms and smiled slightly, “Spit it out Ezra,” she knew what he was going to ask, but she wasn’t going to make it easier on him.




“Sabine, would you like to go on a date?”




“Yes,” she nearly screamed, dragging him into her room with a hug.




Kanan sat in the center of his room, meditating, a smile forming on his face. You know, sometimes, it wasn’t horrible being the last of the Jedi.
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Where was Ezra for ten years after disappearing with the purrgils, and what future altering things did he learn?




Notes




Disclaimer: I do not own anything.




Note: This one isn't very whumpy and follows the prompt a little loosely or in an abstract way, but here it is anyway!




Based about ten years post season 4.




See the end of the work for more notes
Ezra groaned as he reawakened on a barren part of Lothal. He had collapsed from exhaustion shortly after a new friend transported him back to his home world.




He shakily sat up and stood. He looked up at the sky and smiled. He took a deep breath of the air and sighed happily. He was once again home. The only thing that would make it better was if he could reunite with the rest of his family.




He closed his eyes and just smiled for a moment, but he jumped when he heard a very familiar voice ring out around him.




He opened his eyes and stuttered "K-Kanan?"




Kanan just smiled warmly and said "Yeah. It's great to see you back, kid. I've been waiting to see you for nearly ten years."




Ezra's voice was shaky as he questioned "How are you here?"




Kanan smiled and responded "I am a Force ghost. I am no longer living, but through the Force I am allowed to guide other force sensitives on their journey, and who better to guide than my own padawan?"




Ezra let out a small laugh and said "It's good to see you, Master. Even if you aren't really alive."




Kanan just smiled and said "Follow me. I will lead you home."




Ezra nodded and smiled. He was more than happy to follow Kanan, and the Force was telling him that there was nothing to fear.




~~~~~~




Ezra was delightfully surprised as he made his way into the town he used to call home. It was thriving so much better than the last time he had visited, and the children looked so much happier. It put a warm feeling in his chest.




Soon he was drawn out of his happy thoughts as Kanan led him through the streets. He couldn't help but feel nervous. Eventually, he was led to a large building at the heart of the city. It was definitely new to him.




Kanan told him "This is the headquarters for the New Republic officials on Lothal. They will let you in if you give them the access code that I gave you."




Ezra nodded and approached the entrance.




He was greeted warmly by someone as he walked up to the entrance.




"Hello sir, how may I help you?" they said.




Ezra smiled and said "I have business with the officials."




They nodded and requested that he enter his credentials into the system on the datapad they were carrying.




Ezra did as prompted and entered the information that Kanan had given him. He was granted entrance to the building.




He followed along as Kanan directed him. It was quite an unfamiliar place, but Ezra could feel the Force around him, and it was telling him that this was one of the safest places that he could be.




Eventually, Kanan stopped him in front of an office that declared itself belonging to Hera.




Ezra bit his lip and said "Is she here?"




Kanan nodded and said "Yes. Just knock and she will grant you entrance. She doesn't always stay here, but you picked a great time to show back up."




Ezra nodded and took a deep breath as he knocked. The door soon opened and he saw Hera sitting a desk and working on what looked to be some sort of ship schematics.




He was nearly brought to tears as he heard her voice for the first time in oh so many years.




He stuttered out "H-Hera?"




Hera's lekku twitched and her forehead furrowed as she looked up and her eyes widened. She dropped her pen and stood quickly as she raced around the desk and came to stand right in front of her. He stood still as she took his face in both of her hands and moved it side to side.




Her eyes glistened as she said "H-How can this be? Ezra? Is it really you?"




Ezra sniffled and nodded.




"Y-Yeah. It's me. I've finally come home." Ezra said as Hera engulfed him in a tight hug and cried tears of joy.




She said "I thought that we lost you all those years ago! You're finally back! Where were you? Why did you stay away for so long?! We thought that you were dead!"




Ezra shook his head as she withdrew and he said "That's quite a long story, but I will tell you that the purrgils granted me an opportunity to learn many useful things."




Hera nodded and said "I'm going to get a hold of everyone and tell them that you're back. I've got so much to tell you."




Ezra nodded and said "I already know that Luke was almost killed and that Palpatine is supposedly dead, but he's really not dead. I know much more than you could ever tell me."




Hera frowned and nodded. She was very curious about whatever her kid had been through, but she wasn't about to pressure him to let his secrets go.




Ezra noticed that Kanan had left. He soon took a seat in one of the extra chairs in Hera's office.




Ezra sighed deeply and said "As much as I love this reunion, I really must meet with Leia and the others."




Hera nodded and said "It will be another week, but I've already requested a meeting."




Ezra nodded and thanked her.




~~~~~~




Ezra cringed as Sabine hugged him after punching his shoulder.




Zeb just outright cackled while Hera rolled her eyes. They were meeting in Hera's home.




It had been rather nice to meet there. It was definitely a different setting from what Ezra had imagined, but it all made more sense once he'd been introduced to Jacen.




Ezra had smiled as soon as they met. He could tell that the kid was definitely force sensitive. Not to mention it had been rather heartwarming that Jacen had recognized whom he was.




It was even better when Hera informed him that she had taught Jacen all about his father and the brother that had gone missing before he was born. Ezra had to admit, it was quite nice to be back with family.




The reunion with the rest of the crew went well, and they shared a nice meal.




They only parted ways once it was quite late and after dark. Sabine had hugged him tightly and promised to return and visit him later. Zeb had just ruffled his hair again and told him not to disappear on them again. Ezra had no plans of doing so.




Once they left he sat outside the house for a few minutes meditating until Kanan showed up again.




Kanan spoke "I'm glad that you're back. I'm also glad that Jacen seems to like you. I've tried telling him a few stories about you over the years, and I'm glad that it seems to have paid off. I wanted him to know about his brother when you eventually came back."




Ezra smiled and said "Thanks for believing that I would come back."




Kanan huffed and said "I knew that you'd come back. I also know what is to come, Ezra. You must tread carefully if all is to go well."




Ezra rubbed his head and groaned as he said "Don't I know it."




Kanan sighed and said "You must keep your trust in the Force and let it help guide you. You have been gifted with the knowledge of how things will turn out if you don't change the course of history, Ezra. I believe in you."




Ezra nodded and said "How do you know all of this?"




Kanan smiled and said "I have had visions for years about what is to come. I had visions about two possible futures. One where the Empire is destroyed, and one where the Empire lives on for far too many years under a new name while still oppressing the people."




Ezra bristled and said "If you'd been having these visions for so long, why didn't you warn any of us? Did you know that I'd be sent to an entirely new universe and learn so much from them?"




Kanan simply replied "Had I let them be spoke, the future would be irreparably damaged and we would cease to exist. Even now, I cannot tell you how to proceed. I can only guide you in a particular direction so long as I do not interfere with your own choices."




Ezra frowned and nodded as he said "Seems like we both had secrets."




Kanan just laughed and said "Yes, we did. Only now you have to choose if you want to reveal some of your secrets to General Organa."




Kanan's voice faded out as Ezra sighed and nodded.




He soon stood and went back into the house.




~~~~~~




Hera and Ezra soon made their way to General Organa, and Ezra was eager to let loose some of the knowledge which he had learned over the past ten years.




Hera waited outside as Ezra was allowed to enter General Organa's office.




She looked up at him and smiled as she said "I heard that you had showed back up, Ezra."




Ezra nodded and said "Yes, but there are far more urgent matters to discuss at the moment General."




She motioned for Ezra to sit as she sat back down.




She then motioned for him to speak. Ezra took a deep calming breath and proceeded to let loose his tales concerning the past ten years of his life.




"The species known as purrgils have the ability to travel between dimensions and after Thrawn's ship was destroyed along with his crew, the purrgils saved me and then dropped me into a new universe. They dropped me on a world known as Earth. I was unconscious when they dropped me off, but when I woke I was told that I was in a place called New Asgard on Earth and had been fished from the sea just outside of the place. Once I fully regained consciousness and the ability to move I was greeted by the ruler of New Asgard who goes by the name of King Valkyrie. She seemed to recognize me and think that I was a character from something that I learned was called a television cartoon. I will elaborate later, but I must say that they have an accurate record of the history of our galaxy. I learned about what is to come. The empire will rise again if we do not act now." Ezra said as Leia stared at him with suspicion.




Leia spoke "Why should I believe you, Ezra? You disappeared for many years! How am I supposed to believe that you can see the future? how am I supposed to believe that you could even change the future?"




Ezra grimaced as he approached General Organa and said "We have no time for you to doubt me! I know that you can sense through the Force that I am being truthful! If we do not nip this in the bud now, the Empire will rise again, and I CANNOT allow that to happen. I have seen the future of the Rebels, and if you listen to me and allow me to do this, it will spare us much heartache and save many more lives from horrific lives of oppression. I have seen that your son will become a tool for the darkness if we do not act now! We must tell them that if we don't all act now, we will be doomed to be oppressed again!"




Leia scowled and said "Fine, I believe you. We have seen already that the Empire is attempting to rise again, but we haven't found their leader, and no one is trusting us to run the Galaxy. What do you expect me to do, Ezra? How would telling Luke or my one year old son any of this prevent it from happening?"




Ezra bit his lip and said "We must follow any possible leads that we have and actually sit down with world leaders and form an actual union and allegiance once everything is done. We must strengthen our New Republic and never let the First Order rise. We cannot let the Empire rise again. I cannot be sure that nothing will happen, but we must at least try. Once we take down the remaining cells of the Empire, let me teach Ben. Luke is not the right person to teach him."




Leia sucked in a deep breath and pinched the bridge of her nose.




She then put her hand down and said "I will allow it. It's not that I don't trust my brother, but I can sense the truth in your words. Your travails from the past ten years have shown you many things that I likely cannot even comprehend. I trust you with my child, Ezra. Teach him well once we handle the rest of this."




Ezra sighed and said "Thank you, Leia. I will protect him and teach him to the best of my abilities."




Leia smiled and huffed as she said "I know that, Ezra. Otherwise I wouldn't ever agree to this. That problem aside, how do you suppose we find the true Sidious and end the Empire before it can rebuild itself?"




Ezra smiled and said "Where was the last place you had a lead of an Imperial cell attempting to rise up against us?"




Leia furrowed her brow and said "Exegol."




Ezra smirked and said "If memory serves me right, from what I have seen, that is where we will find him."




Leia nodded and said "I get Luke. We're going to need everyone we can get on this mission, aren't we?"




Ezra steeled his jaw and nodded.




He just hoped that he wasn't about to send himself and the others on an ill fated mission.




~~~~~~




 




Leia summoned Luke, Han, Chewie, Hera, Sabine, and Zeb to meet with she and Ezra. It took a little while for everyone to gather together. It was time for a mission. Hopefully with all of them together, and Ezra in the lead, they would be victorious. It was time for them to go to Exegol.




 




~~~~~~




Palapatine growled as he sensed the presence of multiple Skywalkers and another strong Force user.




His body was not anywhere near ready to deal with them. He had seen into the future and made so many plans, but he had never foreseen the Rebels finding him so soon. He would not allow them to defeat him. The First Order had to rise! He could not fail!




He clenched his fists and barked at his lackeys "Fetch my sabers and cover me as I end these Rebels!"




His disciples hurried out like chickens with their heads cut off. Palpatine was not feeling very certain about his fate as he wobbled on unsteady legs.




~~~~~~




Luke, Leia, and Ezra took the lead as they made their way into the eerie temple-like building on Exegol. Han, Chewie, Sabine, Zeb, and Hera were behind them.




Ezra spoke "I can sense his fear. We're close."




It didn't take long for Palpatine and his lackeys to come to them. Red light sabers at the ready.




Ezra, Leia, and Luke all ignited their own sabers while the others aimed their weapons towards Palpatine's disciples.




Palpatine spoke "I see that I have been found. I see that Bridger is with you, Skywalkers. I never expected to see him again. It's not too late to join me and live, you know. All three of you could join my disciples."




Luke vehemently said "That's not going to happen, Sidious!"




Palpatine just huffed and said "Very well, a fight to the death there must be!"




Ezra was at the front, and Palpatine made the first move to shoot lightning at them.




Ezra easily deflected the lightning with his light saber and he could sense Palpatine's surprise as Ezra did not back down and the deflected lightning took out some of Palpatine's disciples.




Palpatine was angry as he yelled out and attempted to use his lightning again. Ezra growled and grounded himself as the lightning bore down upon his blade and he focused on the force and used it to once again deflect the attack. He paid little attention as the rest of his friends worked quickly to take down the rest of the disciples.




Palpatine was angry as his attacks continued to fail. Soon, he activated his own saber and engaged Ezra in battle.




Palpatine goaded him by saying "Surprising, I must say. I expected one of the Skywalkers to come after me, yet the one who fled the Rebellion is the one to take the lead against me!"




Ezra dodged Palpatine's next move and replied "I never abandoned the rebellion. I liberated my home world and was taken to a new world where I learned some very important things."




Palpatine gnashed his teeth and screamed as he erratically slashed his blade towards Ezra "Give up! You will not win against me! I will reign supreme!"




Ezra could tell that Palpatine was quickly tiring. He was still weakened from the battle all those years ago. Not to mention he was erroneously using his saber and being reckless with his attacks.




No matter how much Palpatine tried to get a rise out of him through the battle, Ezra did not rise to it.




In the end, Palpatine was quite easily killed and his disciples gave up upon his death. They surrendered their blades and were taken as traitors to the New Republic.




Ezra had dealt the killing blow.




All of them witnessed how Palpatine's soul was released to the Force. He would no longer be able to torment them and gain power. Ezra couldn't help but sigh in relief. The First Order would never exist thanks to the knowledge that he had gained from his multiversal friends. He now had more confidence that Ben Solo and Rey Palpatine would be safe from the dark side so long as they were properly taught when the time came. Rey wasn't even born yet, so Ezra wasn't too worried about it yet. He had fulfilled his main mission.




It was time for them to go home.




~~~~~~




Sabine busted out laughing as she watched Ezra try to keep Rey from bowling Ben over with the Force again. The two mischievous children had taken a liking to using the force to annoy each other.




Sabine had no sympathy for him as he had to separate the two younglings who were still bickering. She just rolled her eyes as Ezra tried to tell them that the Force wasn't supposed to be used for that.




Sabine just yelled out "Ezra, just let them be. They'll grow out of it in time."




Ezra sighed and nodded as the two kids ran off to play with something else. He rubbed his head and thought about what he had previously learned. Though the future had changed, if the two youngling's current behavior was any indication, those two would definitely end up together in the future.




Soon though, they were once again distracted as Jacen came out of the house and said "Ezra, Sabine, Mom says that lunch is ready!"




Ezra called the two younglings over. The only reason they weren't at Luke's academy was because Ezra had needed a break and the two kids had wanted to come with him and Jacen. Ezra had been reluctant to bring them, but Rey's father and Luke both insisted that the outing would be good for the two mischievous kids.




The kids went inside, but Sabine held Ezra back. Ezra looked at her with fondness as she smiled at him.




She said "Are you sure that you like teaching at the academy?"




Ezra nodded and said "I really do. The younglings are mostly well behaved and Luke is doing really well. Though I do hope that since Jacen and I aren't there, that he's coping well on his own with them. I know that if all else fails though, he'll get Leia to come."




Sabine nodded and said "Good. Oh, I forgot to tell you, Caleb said his first word last week."




Ezra cringed and said "That;s good. I'm sorry that I can't be here for you and him though."




Sabine smiled and said "Our son;s only two. He'll be fine. It's not like you;re gone all the time anyway, hon. You want to know what his first word was?"




Ezra nodded and Sabine smiled.




She said "I was looking through some of the old Holos and found a more recent projection of the two of us. Caleb saw it, pointed at you, and said 'Dada'. I smiled so wide and cuddled him when he said that."




Ezra couldn't help but smile.




He said "I'll try to be home more."




Sabine responded with "I know. Soon though, I know that you'll start teaching him."




Ezra nodded and said "Yeah, but we're not rushing things with the younglings any longer. The force ghosts of Master Yoda and many of the Masters of old have been guiding us as we teach the younglings. The rules of the old Jedi order are older and outdated and it's been found that attachments have actually made the light side stronger. My attachments have made my connection to the force stronger."




Sabine nodded and said "That's good, though I know that we would have gotten married either way."




Ezra nodded.




Sabine questioned "I know that you don't really like talking about it much, but what really happened while you were missing? I know that more than seeing the possible future happened."




Ezra sighed and said "I met a God called Thor and some of his friends called the Guardians of the Galaxy. It was an odd adjustment, but once I figured out what had happened and how the new world I was in worked, I joined he and his team as they traveled across their Galaxy. I spent nearly that entire ten years with them. On earth, I had to hide the fact that I was skilled with using a light saber due to the fact that they were considered myths by many people there, but while off Earth, I was able to use my full skill set to help people. While on Earth, the Guardians helped teach me about what could happen in the future and I felt helpless to stop what was going to happen. The only one who knows about the alternate history is Leia, and I'm going to keep it that way.




Either way though, I traveled with them and helped save worlds. Sometimes I even helped liberate planets like we helped liberate Lothal. It surprised me that I was still connected to the Force in that strange world, but I managed, and I trained myself for years to hone my skills. I learned new forms of battle as well. The being called Thor also taught me how to use the force to wield lightning as well, but I don't want to do that unless absolutely necessary. I didn't really like the feeling of having that much power course through me.




The one called Quill introduced me to a new kind of music that I know we'll never be able to replicate. The one called Mantis helped me cope with my memories of you and the Ghost crew whenever I had trouble with nightmares. Nebula was a strange one, but she was rather good at teaching me new forms of combat as well. Drax was also odd and quite eager to run into battle blindly, but he was a great warrior. Thor's child called Love was also a fierce fighter for one so young.




Then one day, we encountered a being called Kang the Conqueror. We tried to beat him, but he was too powerful, so we had to retreat. I got slashed across the back and my spine was damaged. Thor and his daughter were both near death, as they had fought hard and been gravely injured.




We thought that we had lost, but then another ally by the name of Strange came alongside other wielders of sorcery that works in a similar way to the Force. They had healers with them, but I was in a force coma that was trying to heal my wounds. I woke up a week later, and the only reason I was able to walk was because one of the sorcerers fixed my spine. That's what caused those scars I have on my back. I'm sorry that I didn't tell you about that until now, but the memories of that are still painful.




A week after that, Thor and Love were both completely healed and ready for battle. I was doing fairly well too, so we finally decided that we were good enough to take on Kang so long as we worked together with the Sorcerers.




We all formed a plan of attack to take place two days later. Alongside them, we fought hard and destroyed Kang the Conqueror while liberating those whom he had enslaved. Once that was all said and done, Strange approached me. I was exhausted from the battle, but I couldn't help but listen to him. He told me that he could transport me home.




I talked everything over with Thor and the Guardians, and they convinced me that I should return to my loved ones. I knew that it would be hard to leave them, but I missed all of you so much, and I knew that I had to take the opportunity to prevent a gruesome future from taking place. Strange used some sort of portal to drop me off on Lothal, and I was exhausted after stepping through. Once I reawakened, I was greeted by Kanan's force ghost, and the rest is history."




Sabine's eyes were wide as she said "Wow, that is a whole lot of information, and I still have a feeling that that barely skims all of it."




Ezra huffed and said "Indeed."




Sabine went to say something, but Hera cut her off by yelling "Lunch is ready, you two! Come in before the kids eat all of it!"




Ezra and Sabine both snickered and headed towards the house.




Kanan's force ghost was arguing with Jacen about something when they got in, and Ezra couldn't help but smile.




It was great to be back with his family. He still missed his friends, but this was what he had needed.




He was back with his family, and he couldn't be happier.
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“Mother,” she giggled. “Tell me about skating again.” 




“But you hear about this every night, my dear.”




“I want to hear it again.” 




The mother smiled. She pulled her little bird closer and picked up the old figure skate, worn down by years of use and love. It no longer served its intended function, but instead had become a family heirloom of sorts. A toy to accompany the various stuffed animals and dolls scattered throughout the room. 




“Figure skating has a magic Rule of Two,” she began. “Two feet. Two skates. Two programs. Each skate has—” 




“I know the answer! Two edges.” She pointed at the blades, dulled by time and care.




“That’s right. The two edges help us glide across the ice—to turn and jump. Those two tiny blades can hold the entire weight of a person even though they’re so small.”




“I can hold an entire person too,” the girl announced, flexing her tiny arms. 




The mother laughed. “I don’t doubt that, little bird.”




“Keep going!”




She smiled, tracing a finger along the edge. “But the most important part of the Rule of Two is the people: There is the coach and the student. Then in pair skating, there’s always two partners: The boy and the girl. No more, no less. The partners are there for each other, to give each other wings when they need it most.” 




“That seems so magical.” 




“It feels that way. But the true magic comes when they trust each other. After that, anything seems possible.”




“Isn’t it scary to trust someone to catch you?”  




“It is. But when you know with every fiber of your being that person would never drop you, there’s no reason to be afraid.” 




“Were you ever afraid?” 




“Of course I was. It’s not easy to trust someone like that. It takes someone very special…”  She gazed out toward the night sky. “But once you learn to fly, it’s very hard to come back to earth.”




“I wish I could.” 




“You will. Someday. When you find the one who gives you wings.” 




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




Ezra was late. And Kanan was gonna kill him. 




Probably. Probably not. 




Hopefully not? 




The crisp morning air nipped at his nose, a slight breeze cutting through his coat.




He shoved the strap of his duffle back over his shoulder, bagel stuffed in his mouth. His hat began to slip down over his eyes as he frantically attempted to situate it. He prayed he wouldn’t drop the skates precariously dangling from the other hand. 




Being late was bad enough. A pair of broken skates would be the cherry on top.




He noticed the countdown ahead just a few moments too late, and dashed forward. The crosswalk signal turned red just as he reached it.




There had to be a quicker way than the winding streets of the city. He considered his options before deciding on cutting through the subway. He stuffed the remainder of the bagel in his mouth, pivoted on his heels, and—




Umph! He collided with something in a flash of bright colors and a high pitched shout. Brief pain flared in his head when it hit something hard. He hissed in pain and clutched his forehead, stumbling back. 




The girl stood frozen, pink ice cream plastered all over her face, hair, and shirt. With dismay, he realized the ice cream was on him too. His head throbbed from the contact, but he managed to steady himself.




Still, she was really pretty, even while angry—which made things worse. Her brightly dyed hair must have been the source of the colors registered before. His automatic flirting defense mechanism flared up before he clamped down on it. He was already late late. No time for charming angry girls.




She shouted something at him, but with his earbuds at almost full volume, it was unintelligible. 




He didn’t have time for this. So he kept running. 




The girl again shouted something obscene at his back—




Then something cold and wet and probably pink hit the back of his head. 




He whirled around to face the offender. Tardiness be damned, he had self pride to defend. 




“What was that for?” 




She sneered. “What do you think, idiot? Watch where you’re going!” 




“You stood right behind me! And who even eats ice cream in winter?”




“So what, are you saying it’s my fault?” 




“Hey, if the shoe fits!” 




Before she could reply, he stuffed the earbuds back into his ears and stormed away. 




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




The subway shortcut proved to be an absolute bust. If anything, that and the unfortunate encounter with the ice cream girl had set him back even further. Resigning to his fate, he slowed his jog to a brisk walk as the Spectre Ice Arena loomed above.




He stumbled inside precisely as the minute hand of the clock hit the forty-five mark, the crisp musk of fresh ice hitting his nose and chill kissing his cheeks. In the entryway, Ezra rapped his knuckles against the glass casing for the glistening medals and awards—a reminder of what he worked for every day. 




He attempted to sneak in, tiptoeing around the mats and praying the man sitting in the middle of the rink wouldn’t notice.




“You’re late.” His voice echoed through the otherwise empty space.




No such luck. 




“Time is relative,” Ezra quipped. 




“And you’re relative-ly late.” 




Leave it to Kanan to joke at eight o’clock in the morning. Still, he did feel guilty. 




“My alarm clock decided it was a Sunday.” 




“Tell your alarm clock to get it together.”




Ezra grinned, joining the master on the ice. He gestured to his side, where a foam mat had already been laid out. 




Ezra took that as permission and knelt beside him. 




This was one of his favorite parts of the day: The ice beneath them, solid and without a single blemish. His breath condensing in tiny puffs of clouds around his face. Even with the thin foam mat, the cold managed to seep through into his legs.




Sometimes when he closed his eyes, he could imagine the scrape of blades, the cheer of spectators during the scheduled hockey game, or the laughter of friends as they slide and fall during public skate. Surrounded by the sound of his own heartbeat, the steady breath of his mentor, and the static hum of the AC, Ezra could allow himself to be immersed in the complete essence of being . 




People often asked him what his secret to skating was. He always answered with the same principle Kanan had instilled in him since the beginning: Being attune to oneself. 




Whether that be balance, emotions, thoughts, or pain, you are your biggest barrier and most intimidating enemy. He encouraged thoughtfulness, which was why meditation was a central element to their training. It must have some truth behind it, because otherwise he wouldn’t have made it this far.




Ezra breathed in deep through his nose, and let it out through his mouth.




“For the record, I am sorry I’m so late.” 




Kanan shifted and removed his eye mask, allowing his soft muted green eyes to be exposed to the harsh fluorescent lighting. 




“You know I’m just giving you a hard time. Life happens. Besides, today’s going to be a little different.” 




Before he could ask, Kanan ruffled the teen’s hair and grimaced. 




“Why is your hair sticky?” He sniffed his fingers. “Strawberry ice cream?” 




“Don’t ask.” 




A new voice cut through the quiet: “Tardiness doesn’t suit you.” 




Ezra groaned, turning toward the tall woman at the side of the rink. “Not you too, coach.” 




Ahsoka entered the ice, standing even taller in her skates. “Get in your skates. We’ll warm up, but don’t get too comfortable.” 




Ezra obeyed and stood. “Why? Are we going somewhere?”




“Let’s just say it’s a change of scenery.”




“A field trip,” Kanan supplied.




He perked up at that. The last time Kanan had surprised him with a ‘field trip,’ Ezra had wound up at a Blackhawk hockey game with seats right next to the penalty box. Then again, the time before, it was to get fitted for a new costume. So at this point it could be anything.




Still, Ahsoka had told him to warm up, which meant whatever they were going to do involved skating. Any day that involved skating was a good one. 




He grinned at his assistant coach before rushing to get ready for the day. 




“Wash your hair!” Kanan shouted after him.




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




Ahsoka warmed her hands and rubbed them together, squinting up into the overcast sky. Little brown birds fluttered between the bare branches of trees.




For all her three years of coaching Ezra under Kanan’s assistance, this was one of the first times she truly questioned his methodology. 




“Are you sure he’ll be up for this?” 




Kanan stirred from his position leaning against the car. He squinted at the sky as well, though both knew he would achieve very little from it.




“He’s up for anything. You know that.” 




“He’s up for anything when it’s him . But throw her into the mix?” 




He hummed thoughtfully. “Let’s let them determine that for themselves.




She sighed when Ezra finally emerged from the rink and headed in their direction. 




“Whatever you say.” 




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




Ahsoka missed the turn off of the freeway. 




Then the next. And the next. 




Soon, every major rink he could think of was far behind them, and the buildings became more and more sparse amongst the woodlands.




“No hints?” 




Ahsoka smiled secretively from the driver’s seat.




“That would ruin the surprise.” 




His breath condensed on the window. He drew a frowny face. 




“This surprise better be worth the drive.” 




“It’s 30 minutes, Ezra.” 




“30 minutes too many.” 




Kanan sighed, pinching his temple. “You are the most impatient person I know.” 




“One of my finer qualities.” 




Ahsoka chuckled and turned up the radio. Ezra stared out over the pale winter landscape, running through a million possibilities in his mind as the trees passed by. 




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




Finally, after what felt like ages, the crunch of gravel under tires stirred him from his reverie. He sat up and stared out of the window, his jaw dropping.




Standing in front of them was is quite possibly the largest house he’d ever seen. 




“We’re here,” Ahsoka announced. 




“Head to the arena in the back,” Kanan said. “Looks like a barn. They told me we could park wherever worked best.” 




Ezra nearly scrambled to get out of the car once Ahsoka had parked, gaping at the awesome building.




A mansion. With its own private arena.




“Shut your jaw before the flies get in,” Ahsoka snickered after she locked the car. Ezra obeyed. “Come on. They’re waiting inside.” 




Ahsoka led the way, Kanan extending his hand.




Ezra followed. “Wait, who?” 




“The people we’re meeting.” 




“Very descriptive. Thanks.” 




“You’re welcome.”




Inside, the rink itself was even more impressive. High ceiling with graceful arches, light fixtures, a set of risers on the far side—and was that a disco ball? Wide windows lining the walls allowed for soft afternoon light to filter in, filling the space with a calm atmosphere. To imagine someone getting to skate here everyday was nothing sort of dream worthy. 




A burly man leaning on the wall nodded to them in greeting. He was… intimidating. Security guard, maybe?




Private rink, security guard, mansion… Where even was he? And why?




Then he saw her. 




Bright colored hair trailing behind her, she floated across the ice as if she never needed to touch the ground. With a brief twist, a slight lift of a leg, she pushed off of the ice… 




And flew.




His face must have betrayed his surprise, because Kanan grinned and shoved his shoulder playfully. They made their way into the rink, Ezra still attempting to catch another glimpse of the girl. She moved so quickly, he couldn’t get a good look at her face. 




A woman with a clipboard stood at the edge of the rink, accompanied by stout orange husky. She turned toward the newcomers, a smile lighting up her face. 




“Ah, you’re here! Welcome.” 




The husky howled, prancing up to them. Ezra knelt and pet him while Ahsoka shook hands with the woman and Kanan hugged her briefly. The husky’s tag read: C1-10P Chopper. A military dog?




“I’m glad you made it. I have a good feeling about today.” 




She smiled kindly and looked to Ezra. He suddenly felt shy. She was stunning in that graceful way certain older women are, with her hair pulled back into two braids under a headband to show off her striking features. A pair of sunglasses perched atop her head despite the overcast weather outside. 




“You must be Ezra. I’m Coach Hera Syndulla.” 




The name seemed vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t place it. He shook her hand, glancing at Kanan, whose expression revealed nothing. The woman’s bright green eyes turned toward him. 




“Coach Syndulla needs our help with something,” Kanan simply said. “You may be just the guy for the job.” 




“What job?”




Hera turned toward the girl skating. 




“Sabine!” 




The girl slid to a stop in the center of the rink, ice spraying in a wide arc through the air. 




In the span of three seconds, his heart went from being light to dropping into the pit of his stomach.




He knew that face.




And if her scowl meant anything, she knew his too.
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7 days ago:




 




A headache throbbed behind his eyes. Practice had been… intense today. Ezra was still struggling with whatever was going on in that big brain of his, and it interfered with his ability to perform. Kanan hated to see the usually so optimistic boy dragged down, but often it now felt as if they were in a constant downward spiral. 




Still, alone in his apartment with nothing but his thoughts, he sought to fill the gap with something productive. He popped some pain meds and opened his computer to check his email, which had been neglected as of late. The screen-reader droned on through the inbox subjects:




“From Global Peace Organization: Conference Between North and South Korea A Success”




Next.




“From World News: Iconic Artist Alrich Wren Tours Europe”




Next.




“From HockeyToday: Blackhawks Take A Well-Deserved Victory Against The Ducks.” 




Good for them. Ezra would be happy to hear that. Maybe it will cheer him up.




“Barnes and Noble —” 




Seriously? 




Then came a notification that gave him pause: “From Hera Syndulla.” 




The name was a shock to his system, the headache suddenly disappearing. He opened it without a thought. 




It was an audio message:




“Hey, Kanan. 




It’s been a long time. I hope you’re well.




Listen, I have something I need your help with. I don’t know if you’re aware, but I have been coaching the pair skater Sabine Wren for the past few years. She’s a brilliant young woman and fantastic skater, but… She’s been having ‘problems’ finding a suitable partner. I think we’ve gone through eight in the past year alone. I’m desperate for recommendations and running out of options at this point, so anyone goes.




If you can think of anyone, shoot me an email or text. Or call. Whatever works best for you. 




Be well. I hope to hear from you again.”  




Kanan sat in silence, then let the message play through twice more. 




He looked up at the pictures and trophies on his wall. Though his eyes would never be what they used to be, he had stared long enough at them in years past to memorize every detail. The man and the woman standing atop the podium, beaming smiles on their faces as the golden medals glinted in the stadium lights. The newspaper clippings, certificates, and selfies. 




In a frame closer to him, a young boy with dark hair clutched his first trophy to his chest. Kanan could almost hear the joyful laughter. Then, one of the latest photos: That same boy all grown up, face flushed from exertion, but jubilation evident in every aspect of his being as he finished a successful solo program. 




Most of the people in those images were strangers now.




He picked up the phone and dialed a number that had been hidden in the back of his memory for fifteen years.




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




The day had been going well until that point. 




It was a particularly clear morning—no clouds, bright sun, finches singing from the tops of the bare trees, crisp winter air in her lungs. She’d even taken a detour from her usual running path to go an extra half mile through the woodlands. Sabine had returned home in such high spirits, her brother nearly gagged at it. 




She decided to go downtown to make use of her good mood to run errands. She may be a Wren with more than enough money to pay for someone to shop for her, but her parents always insisted on her doing things for herself. For that, she was grateful. 




And then some idiot decided it was his life’s mission to ruin her day. So much for those plans and the good mood. 




She stormed over to Ketsu’s place to shower. Her best friend opened the door and quickly stepped aside, muffling laughter. She managed to make light of the situation, and Sabine let it go for now, allowing herself to laugh at how ridiculous it even was. After she had cleaned up and borrowed some clothes, she headed home with a promise to go to the new Marvel movie together soon. 




Practice went as usual:




Lunch: Check. 




Annoy Tristan: Check.




Warm up: Check. 




Daily lecture from Hera: Check. (Something about how she needed to take this more seriously)




Get into the rink: Check. 




Breathe : Check.




For just a moment, with her favorite Hozier track playing through her earbuds, freshly made ice beneath her skates, and the beat of her heart in her chest, everything felt right again. The worries of the world could be forgotten for just a little while longer. If only she could portray this feeling on a canvas. 




She was good at this. She was confident in her abilities. This was what she was meant to do. But still… it just wasn’t complete. 




Hera was having visitors today, and if Sabine’s intuitions were right (which they usually were), it had something to do with deciding her future—a skating partner. Again. Logically, Sabine knew finding a new one was inevitable. Unless she were to become a soloist, which would never happen at this point, she would be doomed to dragging someone else along for the rest of her career. 




Whoever he was, as long as he could keep up, she hardly cared anymore. That was the problem with the others: 




They couldn’t. 




Movement flickered near the door in her peripheral vision. Voices cut through the quietude. Chopper yabbered excitedly. 




She released a breath and deflected her brief annoyance into a simple flip jump. The world faded into a mute blur, the air folding to her will. 




Fly: Check. 




Well. Almost flying. 




The last thing she expected to see when she came back down to earth was his face.




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




“You!”




All at once, three things occurred to Ezra:




Hera Syndulla was Kanan’s former skating partner in the early 2000s. Kanan never talked about her, but Ezra had read the plaques on his wall.
Hera is the coach of the famous pair figure skater Sabine Wren (how did he not recognize her before?), who is now skating toward him angrily. 
He is so, so dead. 
“Oh, great.” 




Wrong thing to say, apparently.




“ Oh, great? ” She slammed against the boards, leaning toward him menacingly. Chopper began howling at him. “Get into this rink and I’ll show you ‘great!’”




“Alright, cool it you two—“ Hera interjected. “Chopper, down. I take it you’ve met?”




“Unfortunately.”




“If you count him smashing into me and refusing to apologize.”




“I was in a hurry! And it was an accident. Know what that is? ‘Cause you’re one.” 




“You ruined my cardigan!” 




“Ezra,” Kanan warned before he could spit out a comeback. Too bad. It was going to be a good one. 




His coach turned to Hera. “This is a great start.” 




Hera’s scowl deepened. “Sabine, this is Ezra Bridger. Ezra, this is Sabine Wren.” 




Sabine looked him up and down, arms crossed defiantly. “Charmed.” 




He mirrored her. Her teal hair fluttered across piercing amber eyes—intense, but focus Ezra . He would not let her intimidate him. So this was the revered and practically worshiped Sabine Wren. The prodigal queen who swept through guys partners like a shuffler dealing cards. 




Honestly, he expected more. 




“Wish I could say the same.” 




Steam could have poured from her ears. “Why is he even here?” she demanded. 




Hera looked about ready to snap her sunglasses. “This is an audition.” 




“It’s a what?”




“ Him? ”




Confirming silence. 




Sabine barked, shaking her head. “No. Nuh-uh.” 




“Sabine—” 




“Not happening!”




She skated toward the opposite side of the rink. Ahsoka sighed, muttering something about how she ‘knew this would happen.’ If there had ever been anyone as angry as Hera, he had never witnessed it. Her knuckles turned white on the railing of the boards.




“Sabine Wren, get back here or so help me, I’ll have your mother choose the next one!”




She slid to an immediate stop, whirling around. 




“You wouldn’t dare.” 




“Oh, I dare.” Hera stared her down. “I’m done, Sabine. You have five months until nationals and Olympic qualifiers. I’m losing my patience. You’ll let him audition and you’ll behave, or we’ll have a serious discussion with both of your parents about the future of your career.” 




Sabine’s nostrils flared and her eye twitched. A few tense seconds of pure silence passed between them. 




“Fine!” She stomped back to her place in the center. “Let’s get this over with.” 




Ezra spun slowly on the ice until he was by her side. He didn’t get too close, though. She radiated hostile vibes like a coiled viper ready to lash out at one flicker of movement.




Hera leaned on the boards. “Alright, let’s start with something simple. Ezra, you’ve never skated in pairs before, right?” He shook his head. 




“ He’s never—? ” 




“Sabine!” She clamped her mouth shut. “Ezra, it’s just like skating normally, but you have to be aware of where she is and how she moves. Take her hand.” 




“Oookay.” He extended a palm toward her. 




She refused for several seconds, staring defiantly at a spot on the wall. 




“Sabine.” 




She shoved her hand into his with an impatient ‘ ugh .’ 




Hera cleared her throat. “Starting position. One loop around the rink, medium pace. Once around, crossover steps to cut the ring in half. Then t-stop together in the middle.” 




Sabine scoffed. “Didn’t know we were in elementary school again.” 




“Enough.” Hera smiled at Ezra. “Just like a walk in the park. Take it easy.” 




They pushed off. 




For the first few seconds it was fine, but then Sabine decided to not go “medium pace.” No matter. He’d adapt. So he increased his speed until their strides matched. Surprisingly not that bad. Just like skating alongside Ahsoka while she showed him the steps to a new sequence. 




“See, you’re a natural, Ezra!” Hera called encouragingly.




Sabine bristled. 




“So, mommy issues?” Ezra goaded. He just couldn’t resist the temptation.




Her fingers tightened around his, nails digging painfully into his palm. Her eyes remained trained ahead of her. 




“The only people I talk about my family with are friends. Of which, you are not nor most likely ever will be. So zip it.”




“Suits me just fine. Don’t need your problems in my life.” 




Sabine suddenly cut sharply into the center of the ring, throwing Ezra’s weight off. He yelped as he was launched gracelessly off to the side and sent with his back skidding across the ice until he smacked against the boards. 




He let the pain wash over him, and allowed his heartbeat to settle for a moment. Don’t panic.




Sabine stopped in a graceful curve, hands perched on her slender sides. 




“Oops.”




Hera snapped at Sabine, who yelled back as Ezra shakily rose to his feet. 




It was official: He hated her. 




“What the hell was that?” he demanded, skating back up to her side.  




“You missed the turn and just couldn’t keep up.” 




“I can’t keep up with your constant BS,” he spat. 




She pivoted toward him until they were nearly nose-to-nose. “I won’t have my name or reputation marred by you.” 




“It’s pretty damaged already, princess.”




“I know your type.”




“You don’t even know me!” 




“I don’t have to!” 




“Enough!” 




For once, it was Kanan who had spoken up, breaking up their intense stare-down. Her coach’s usually green eyes were black with anger as she held back Chopper by the collar, who was howling with agitation. She dragged him to the door and shoved him outside. The howling continued, but just muffled now. 




“Both of you, cool it,” Kanan ordered. “We won’t get anything done by senseless arguing.” 




Hera rubbed her temples when she returned. “Let’s go again. And please, both of you behave like the adults you are!” 




“You’re an adult?” Sabine sneered. 




“Funny, I could’ve asked the same thing. I’m 18.” 




“So hardly one.” 




“Well how old are you, then?” 




“19.” 




“ Go around!” Kanan snapped. “And you’re going to keep going around until you behave.” 




Sabine actually snarled, snatching up his hand as she nearly dragged him along.




He stumbled to catch up with her breakneck pace. Halfway around the rink, she cut sharply like ordered. Ezra yelped as he was thrown like before. 




“Again!” Hera called. 




Sabine stood with her hand out. He glowered as he took it. She took off without warning. Ezra kept up with her pace better, and felt a swell of smug pride. 




This time, Ezra was prepared for the abrupt turn. He managed to stay upright—-




And completely forgot about the t-stop. 




Sabine held fast to his hand, but inertia kept him moving. He didn’t let her go. This time, they both flailed and fell, sliding further on their backs. 




“Again!”




This time, it was Ezra who took off first. The lap quickly dissolved into a race, both skaters pushing themselves to the limit to reach the end first. 




They crashed together on the turn. Sabine let loose a frustrated yell upon sitting up. 




“Again!” 




This time, he watched her feet, waiting for any signs that she was about to do something stupid. She still turned too quickly, but he didn’t fall, so that was a success. Sort of. He initiated the stop. Sabine kept with him, then looked annoyed that she did. 




She nudged the back of his skate, knocking him over. 




“Oops.” 




“Better. Again! Halfway through, switch directions and go backward until stopping.” 




By the tenth time around, they had both managed to stay upright, in sync, and stop at the same time, too tired to do it otherwise. 




Ezra collapsed onto his knees, fighting to quell the spinning of his head. Sabine leaned back with her arms over her head, panting for breath. 




“That was easy,” Kanan droned. “Only took thirteen tries.” 




Indignation rose in Ezra. There was no worse feeling than failure. Things were supposed to come easy to him. He was supposed to be good at everything. Until she came along and messed it up for him. 




“Kanan, I’m a soloist!” he complained. “You expect me to work with a girl like her?” 




“A girl like me?” Sabine laughed bitterly, swatting his hands away. “A girl like me has no time for the likes of you. I’m done.” 




She stormed off the ice as Hera shouted after her. She gave Kanan a helpless shrug before chasing after the girl. Ezra spun in a slow circle, glaring up at the heavens for daring to put him in this position. 




He whirled on Kanan, skating toward the boards. “If you always say I am my ‘biggest barrier and most intimidating enemy,’ then what’s she ?” 




“A challenge,” he replied, “to get you out of your own head.” 




“I happen to like what goes on in here!” He tapped his skull. “It’s gotten me this far.” 




“And it won’t get you any further at this point.” Kanan reached over and set his hands on his shoulders. “You’re stuck, Ezra. And I know you hate it.” 




“I’m not some broken thing needing fixing.” 




“No. But you’re fractured.” 
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Ezra skated the perimeter of the rink a few times as the music played over the speakers, getting a feel for the new ice and stewing on Kanan’s words. 




Fractured.  




He wasn’t fractured. And he was fine by himself. 




Couldn’t Kanan see that he wasn’t the problem here? It wasn’t his fault she was being so difficult. He was fine alone. He was good alone. And it needed to stay that way. 




His chest hurt, his head pounded, and now the edges of his vision began to close in. He was stressed out, and it sucked. The song began—one he’d heard a hundred times over the past few weeks, running through the verses over and over as he perfected the movements. 




My lover’s got humor 




She’s the giggle at a funeral 




He let the words wash over him, comforting in its familiarity. 




Knows everybody’s disapproval 




They should’ve worshiped her sooner 




At this point, it was almost muscle memory until the second chorus. 




The first step sequences and jump passed in a blur. 




He was good at this. This was as vital as breathing. This was what he loved to do. So why did it sometimes feel like he was drowning?




That looks tasty 




That looks plenty 




This is hungry work




He skated into the middle and rotated around, preparing for a double salchow. The anticipation before a jump—that almost overwhelming rush of adrenaline and roaring pulse right as...




Take me to church




He lifted off—The world spun around him like the flash of a skate near his face, and suddenly his heart flipped in his chest, his breath stopping as the spike of fear overtook all bodily function. He was falling. 




He froze. The toe pick stuck. 




The ice raced up to meet him. 




Ezra let himself stay on his knees as the wave of pain washed from his legs and through his body, pressed to the cold surface. 




“Dammit!” He punched the ice and let it hurt before getting back to his feet and pushing off again. 




The scars on his cheek itched.
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Hera returned to the rink empty handed and Sabine-less. With a pinch in her brow and tired sag to her shoulders, she rejoined the other two coaches at the risers. 




Sabine would be Sabine. It was her passion and stubbornness that had gotten her so far, but it was such a pain to deal with. After all, Ezra checked off nearly all the boxes on Hera’s mental list of attributes required for an ideal partner: 




Skilled: Check.




She sat in silence and turned her attention to the boy still on the ice. He tapped his feet to the rhythm of the song playing over the speakers. 




He pushed off backwards with simple step sequences.




“Is this your work?” she asked Kanan. 




“No. He’s been working on it for a few weeks.” 




Artistic: Check.




I was born sick 




But I love it 




Command me to be well… 




He glided backwards, counting down the beats to the chorus. Then, the chorus began, and he flew into motion. Step after step, spin after spin, until it ended in one last jump. 




Ambitious: Check. 




He really was a talented young man. She saw Kanan’s flare in his choreography. She’d seen recordings of his performances; nearly perfect scores across the board at only eighteen. Then a few months prior, his scores began to drop and he disappeared from the media. Once or twice she’d thought about reaching out to Kanan and asking, but it had never happened. 




Old friendships are like that. 




“Glad to see someone’s making use of today.” 




Ahsoka huffed and said fondly, “I wouldn’t call this ‘making use.’ He’s being sloppy.”




As she said the words, Ezra’s pick caught on the ice before what Hera assumed was supposed to be a salchow, and he stumbled, going sprawling. He cursed loudly, punching the ice as he stood. 




“He hates being told he’s not enough. It’s been tough lately, so I usually just let him wrestle it out with himself.” 




Ezra stood again, took a deep breath, and started the song over. 




Stubborn as hell: Check. 




“No luck with little miss Wren?”




She shook her head. “I hope she’ll come around. This usually happens.” 




“You could have warned me she’s such a spitfire,” Kanan sighed. 




Hera scoffed, “What, and deter the only promising prospect thus far?” 




Ezra suddenly burst into a sprint across the ice in time with the music, then dropped to his knees, his back sliding along the ice. At the end, he bounced up into an immediate camel spin. As the song came to an end, he whooped.




Passionate: Check. 




“No, because I would have told you he’s the same.” 
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Someone lingered at the edge of the rink, in the shadows where the light from the windows could not reach. He could sense their presence, but decided that if they weren’t going to show themselves, he’d let them be. 




The coaches had left a few minutes ago to discuss “logistics.” (A.K.A. if he was worthy enough for her Royal Highness’s attitude.) Honestly, he was glad for a bit of peace and quiet to himself—at least until his observer showed up. 




“When does your training with my daughter begin?”




He slid to a stop, turning toward the woman. 




So this was the mistress of the house. 




She had a shawl wrapped around her shoulders, hair pulled back into a flawless bun, and a serious aire about her. Her entire aura screamed authority, commanding immediate attention. But something was familiar about her—most likely some resemblance to her daughter. 




He scuffed a blade into the ice. “I don’t think it ever will.” 




“What makes you say that?” 




Not a flicker of emotion passed over her face, yet Ezra had to laugh bitterly, “With all due respect, ma’am, your daughter doesn’t like me.” 




“Is there something wrong with your skating?” 




“No!” He cleared his throat. “No ma’am, there isn’t.” 




She stood there silently, studying him. Her glare was another level of intense scrutiny, but he held her gaze, standing firm on the ice. No one could make him back down from anything. Not an injury. Not Kanan. Not Sabine. And certainly not her mother. 




She looked around the ring, toward the case of trophies, then back to the ice. Her gaze flickered back up to his face, an almost intrigued glint to her amber eyes. Then she stood straight, apparently having made a decision: 




“Practice begins at 9 am sharp tomorrow. We don’t tolerate tardiness without due reason.” 




Ezra’s heart beat painfully in his heart as he registered what this meant. She turned toward the door, but not before glancing back over her shoulder. 




“Don’t make me regret this, Ezra Bridger.”
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2 years ago… 




 




“A fantastic performance by the spirited Antilles. Splendid scores across the board. This may very well put him up near the top.” 




“Agreed, Jade. He’s been an individual to watch since the beginning of his career. It will be interesting to see what’s in store for him as Olympic qualifiers approach.” 




“Now we look to the ice for our next competitor—and you all out there at home may already know who we’re talking about.” 




“The crowd is abuzz with excitement as the young Ezra Bridger enters the rink.” 




“Talk about a fascinatingly talented boy, Dave. Can you believe that he began his training at the late age of nine? In only seven years, he’s become a worldwide phenomenon.” 




“Look at that smile. His fans are delighting in his charisma.” 




“I think that’s the most admirable feature about him; everything he does is done with every fiber of his being. It entrances the audience.” 




“And it entrances us. Here he is, in the center getting into starting positions.” 




“Ezra recently mentioned on his social media that he was struggling with some mental health following his previous performance at the Grand Prix, but hopefully the encouragement of his fans will keep him up.” 




“That was a tense performance, following so close to his accident. It looks like his scars have healed, though.” 




“It gives him an edgy, bad boy look. Great for this performance.”




“The ladies like it too.” 




“Now the world waits in baited breath for the short program to begin.” 




First things first




Imma say all the words inside my head




“And he’s off! With the same power and grace as usual.” 




I’m fired up and tired of 




The way that things have been, oh-oooh




“He immediately goes into his first jump—” 




“And perfects it! The crowd is screaming for him. Energy is high, Dave—and we can feel it all the way up here.” 




Second things second




Don’t you tell me what you think that I could be




“I had the privilege of interviewing Bridger last season, and what he said has stuck with me. When I asked him what kept him going every morning, he told me: ‘What good would giving up do? So I could say I was ‘almost a champion?’ ‘I almost went to the Olympics?’ If it takes pain to make progress, then put me through hell and keep me stuck there.’” 




I was broken from a young age 




Taking my sulkin’ to the masses




“And he has lived by those words for certain. He struggled in the last few performances in the wake of his injury, but if he can pull this one off, the world would be laid out before him.” 




“I’m a ‘Believer’ in this routine.” 




“Very funny, Dave.” 




“C’mon, that was pretty good!” 




“Oh! As a surprise, it’s the remix version of the song. Bridger’s signature style shines through now as he works through the rap verses.” 




“He seems a bit less joyful than usual, but we’re all going through a tough season right now, aren’t we?” 




“Here comes his next jump: a quad lutz! Into a toe loop— Oh, that was close!” 




“He’s wobbling a bit, but barely hung onto that one. A close save.” 




“He seems shaken, but the crowd is urging him onward. 




“Now onto the next jump— I don’t believe it, he’s going for an axel! Here it comes. He’s off—” 




“Oh no. It’s as if he froze midair and landed too hard on the outside edge of his blade. He’s down and not getting up.” 




“Coach Ahsoka Tano has run onto the ice.”




“And— and he’s stopping, Dave . He’s not going to complete his routine.” 




“I feel too afraid to raise my voice for the silence which has permeated the arena. Every breath is held.”




“His mentor Kanan Jarrus is speaking with him. He’s blocking the crowd’s view of the young skater.” 




“Medics have swarmed him. Ahsoka Tano is beating away reporters as they lead Bridger away.” 




“What a turn of events. No one expected this from the usually so profound prodigy.” 




“He’s been static as of late. Not improving, but not getting worse either.” 




“No greater pain than a dynamic spirit being stagnant, Dave.” 




“I’m inclined to agree, Jade. I hate to say it, but the future looks bleak for the young skater.”




I know losin’ don’t come without game




I know that glory don’t come without—




Don’t come without—




“What a shame.” 




Pain.
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✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




“You could have talked to me before changing the path of my career.” 




Kanan took a deep breath in, focusing on the flow of oxygen starting in his lungs and the coolness as it spread outward through his body. 




Lungs. 




Heart.




Stomach. 




Arms. 




Legs.




Hands and feet. 




Back again. 




Straight to it, then. 




This discussion was inevitable, but he had prepared. 




“If I had, would you have agreed to it?” 




Silence. How many volumes it could speak. 




“This is a good opportunity for you to expand your talents and horizons.” 




“Why does it have to be this? I’m not meant for pair skating, Kanan.” His voice was small and defeated. It crumbled the coach’s resolve just a little. “I’m good by myself.”




“You won’t know until you try.” 




“I did. And now I have a new collection of bruises to prove it.” 




“I know she isn’t the easiest to work with.” 




Ezra snorted bitterly. “I’m a soloist. It’s what I’m good at, Kanan. Since the beginning, it’s been just me. How could you take that away from me?” 




“No one is truly alone, even while performing a solo. You have the audience, your thoughts—your coach.” 




He could imagine Ezra glowering, staring at a fixed spot on the wall. Rolling his jaw as he fought back angry tears. 




This struggling pained Kanan more than any injury.




“We can’t ignore it anymore, Ezra.” 




“Ignore what?” he snapped. 




“You’re hurting.” 




Ezra’s voice caught in his throat. “I-I’m fine.” 




“No, you’re not. And we can’t afford to keep ignoring it. For your sake.” 




“Sure, my career will be ruined—” 




“Forget your career. I’m worried about you .”




Ezra was quiet




“We’ll get there together. Step by step.” 




He snorted. “Wouldn’t have anyone else.” 




Kanan smiled at that. He loved his adopted son more than words could describe sometimes, even though their relationship had never really been more than a mentorship since he turned eighteen.




“Pair skating, when given a chance and lots of practice, can be wonderfully fulfilling. You’ll be fine.” 




Ezra was quiet. Just when he thought he would complain again, he asked: “How’s Coach Syndulla?” 




Words could not accurately describe the muddled mess of emotions he felt in seeing her again—in meeting on the ice as fellow coaches. Joy. Grief. Nostalgia. Resentment. 




“Pissed at her protégé right now, but is looking forward to working with you. She thinks you both have grand potential together.” 




“In what fantasy world does she live in?”




Honestly kid, I once thought the same.




“Just promise me you’ll try, at least for a little bit.” Kanan set a hand on his shoulder. “Give it a chance.” 




His pupil closed his eyes, breathed in deep through his nose, and let it out slowly. 




“Fine.” 




If he knew Ezra, this choice would plague him. He needed a distraction, something to keep his hands busy while his mind worked at a million miles an hour.




Kanan patted his shoulder. “Good. Pack your clothes. We’ll be staying there during training.”




“Can’t wait.” 
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“Are you kidding me?” Sabine slammed the cup down onto the marble counter. Her chest burned with indignation. “Mother, why?” 




Ursa held her gaze without a flinch, unsurprisingly. “He’s talented. A prodigy much like you. Haven’t you seen his previous programs? Perfect scores across the board.” 




“That’s what really matters, isn’t it?” Sabine muttered. He was her new perfect child.




“What matters is that you get the career and experience that you deserve .” 




Ursa picked up her thermos and left the kitchen. Sabine followed her toward the door. 




“And I certainly do not deserve working with him .” 




Her mother adjusted her scarf and checked her hair in the mirror next to the coat hanger. “This is out of discussion. I have spoken with the coaches and made the decision for you. You will train with him starting today. Do not scare him away without due reason.”




“I have due reason. He’s stupid.” 




“Would you call his skating poor?” 




Only an uncultured imbecile without eyes could call Ezra Bridger a poor skater. Didn’t have to mean he was a nice guy. She blew a strand of teal hair from her eyes. It was time to change it up again.




“Then you do not have due reason.” 




Sabine glowered at the corner of the room. She longed to stamp her feet and scream like a toddler throwing a fit—wishing for an ounce of control over her own life. Ursa sighed. 




“Now, I have meetings to attend downtown. I’ll be back in time for dinner. Good luck.” 




She cupped Sabine’s cheek, but she turned her face away. 




Ursa’s expression fell a fraction. She sighed.




“Fine. If it has to be this way, it will. I hope you’ll understand why I am doing this someday.”




She slung her purse over her shoulder. “Be good.” 




“Always perfect for you, mother.” 




Ursa either didn’t hear or pretended not to. Sabine watched the door close and the blurry figure of her mother growing smaller through the frosted windows. The foyer was large and empty, but quickly the walls shrank in on her. She pivoted on her heels and stormed into the kitchen. 




There was one part of her future she could control. 
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Ezra sighed, removing his earbuds as gravel crunched beneath tires and the shade of skeleton trees passed over them. The sun yawned with him as it peeked through the clouds on the horizon. Unfortunately, they’d gotten up early to give him time to settle in. 




Ahsoka got out of the car, shivering as the morning breeze stirred her braids. 




“This morning has a bite to it.” 




Kanan nodded his agreement. He frowned at nothing, tapping a finger against his thigh thoughtfully. Ahsoka exhaled through her nose.




“Go on ahead, Ezra,” she said. “I need to talk with Kanan for a minute.” 




Kanan’s head swung over to her, betraying his surprise. 




Ezra trudged over toward the rink, deciding that whatever it was, it wasn’t his business. He’d take his luggage for now and come back for the skating stuff. At the entrance of the arena, he tilted his face up toward the sky, took a deep breath in through his nose, and blew it out in a puff of white condensation. He grinned to himself. 




The sound of a chainsaw whirring cut through the peaceful morning, scattering the birds nearby in a flurry of wings and startled twittering. Curious, Ezra made his way over there, boots crunching in the frosty grass.




The behemoth of a man he’d seen yesterday was on the other side of the arena, a trimmer in his hands as he trimmed one of the bushes. He turned toward Ezra when he peeked around the corner, the shadow cast by him long and dark. 




Ezra swallowed. Please don’t kill me.




But the man stared at him for a few seconds, then chuckled, a deep rumbling sound, and dusted off his hands after the chainsaw had been set down. “Heya, kid. Good t’ have ya here.” 




“Thanks?” 




The man stood, arms crossed as he examined Ezra. Ezra set his hands on his hips and stared back defiantly. (The people in this house really liked to intimidate newcomers, didn’t they?) No wonder no one lasted. If you had even an ounce of soft tissue in your body, they would trample it no questions asked. 




“Considering the prev’ous one only lasted two weeks tops before he was running for the hills, I’m not sure if I should get comfortable with havin’ ya around yet.” 




Ezra crossed his arms defiantly. Seriously, what was up with this girl if she chased away every single partner? “Well get comfortable, because I’m not running anywhere.” 




The man laughed, startling Ezra, but his grin was friendly. “I like ya already, kid. The name’s Garazeb Orrelios, but ya can call me Zeb. I’m the groundskeeper and security around here when the time’s right.” 




Ezra shook his giant hand. “Zeb. I like that.” 




Zeb’s grin grew even wider. “Now I like ya even more.” He jabbed a thumb over his shoulder toward the house. “C’mon. I’ll show ya to your room.” 




“My room?” Ezra followed nonetheless.




“Sure thing. Didn’t think you were gonna sleep in the arena, did ya?”  




“Well… no.” He scratched the back of his neck. “Okay, kinda.” 




Zeb chuckled. “Got low expectations, kid. ‘Ere we have only the best for wards of the Wren family. Of course ya don’t have to stay here, but they’ll take care of your rent while you stay here too. Hope your parents won’t mind you being away.” 




Ezra rubbed his neck. “No. No, I ah, used to live in a joint care home with other kids. I have my own apartment, but I usually stay with Kanan.” 




Zeb blinked once. Just when Ezra thought he was about to apologize stupidly like everyone else, he said, “Well isn’t this an upgrade, then.” 




A spark of pleasant surprise lit though his chest. If there was anything he hated, it was pity. If felt good to have someone look past his orphan background—and in fact ignore it entirely.




A chuckle slipped from his lips. “Zeb, I think we’re going to get along just fine.” 




The giant man opened the grand doors to the house, bowing ostentatiously. “Lookin’ forward to it, kid. Welcome to the Wren Manor.” 
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“What is it?” 




Ahsoka crossed her arms, staring at him with that unfortunately knowing and scrutinous expression even he could sense. “Are you sure you’re doing this just for Ezra?” 




Kanan lifted a brow. “Are you seriously questioning my motives?”  




“I keep you in check. I’m your friend and colleague; it’s my job. I’m just making sure you don’t feel obligated to do this.” 




Kanan ran a hand through his short beard, sighing, “Ezra’s stuck, and if I don’t do something drastic, his career’s over. We both know that. The last thing I want for him is to retire early—because he would hate himself for the rest of his life. You know who that happened to and how she turned out… ” 




She twirled the string of beads on her wrist. A thousand worries flooded through her head. Would Ezra be up for this? So much could go wrong so quickly, especially with a young man struggling as much as him. She could still feel his hand trembling in hers after Nationals as she hid him from the cameras.




Kanan set a hand on her shoulder, stopping her flood of uncertain questions. 




“It will challenge him beyond what is comfortable, but I promised that if after two months it doesn’t work out, we’ll go back to normal training.” 




She inhaled, then exhaled. “Okay. I trust you to make the right decision. Sorry for doubting.” 




Kanan smiled. “Like you said, we’re a team. That’s what you’re here for.” 




A second car rolled up the long driveway—a shiny gray Jeep. It pulled up to the side of the arena and a woman in ski overalls hopped out. Hera had arrived. 




Ahsoka glanced toward Kanan to find him frowning at his feet, probably listening intently. He didn’t need her to say anything. 




The question burned at her throat: “Are you sure you’re okay with working with her again?”




Kanan exhaled, then expanded his cane with a flick of a wrist. “I have to be. For Ezra’s sake.” 




She sighed, taking his arm. “I hope you’re right about this.”  




“So am I.” 
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When Ezra had first imagined the inside of the house, he hadn’t expected anything like this. Towering ceilings that seemed to stretch up forever, a grand floating staircase. Simple, yet classy and modern. Cool grays and whites complimented by blue and gold accents. It was almost… cold. 




And much too fancy for his tastes. 




Still, these people were paying him, offering him a place in their massive home, free meals, and freedom to go where he chose. How could he say no to that?




A massive family portrait hung above the stairs: Mrs. Wren, prim and proper as always, with her two children; Sabine stood with her hand on the back of the chair and a boy too, younger than her, sat on their mother’s knee. No father. Maybe there was something they had in common after all.




But what stood out to him was the absence of smiles on their faces. He supposed that portraits were supposed to be serious, but aside from the son’s slight smile, everyone else had no expression. It was an impressive painting, but if Ezra had to be remembered by something, he would want it to be happy. 




Zeb grinned at his awestruck expression and took one of his bags to lead him upstairs, making comments on the different rooms of the home. Ezra could barely pay attention. The hallway where he would stay was in what Zeb called the “east wing.” Then he started humming the tune to House of the Rising Sun. Good taste in music. 




Upon reaching the concourse, where Zeb announced the upper floor split off into the west wing, he stopped and tipped the edge of his cap. In the middle of the hall stood a girl with vibrant hair and a slender form. 




Sabine met his eyes and sniffed in distaste before retreating around the corner. 




“Yeah, eff you too, princess,” he muttered. 




Zeb grinned. “That’s the little mistress for ya. A spark of flame if I’ve ever met one. Has more grit than most I know.” 




Oh, he knew. 




“You could call it that.” 




“She’s really sensitive, actually. ‘Specially when she was younger.”




Why do people always say that about unpleasant people? The groundskeeper shrugged and continued on down the other direction. The third room down from the right, he stopped and opened the door. 




“‘Ere ya go. Once you’re settled in, you can go pick a locker in the rink for your stuff.” 




“Thanks, Zeb.” 




“My pleasure, kid. There’s a walkie talkie in the hall. Call me if ya need anything— or if ya get lost.” He cackled, apparently finding that funny, before patting Ezra’s back and leaving. He shook his head, amused at his newfound friend. 




Then he entered the room. It was… nice. Not too big, like he was fearing. A double sized bed, simple furniture, and a view of the forests surrounding the grounds outside of the window. Plenty of space to hang posters and pictures. He opened the double doors to a small balcony with a simple railing. The evening wind rustled through his coat. 




He inhaled, focused on the flow of oxygen through his body, and let it out slowly.




As long as he remained mindful of himself, he would improve. He just had to focus on himself. His brain. His feelings. 




Yeah, he could get used to this.




He’d be fine. 
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She really was leaving. 




“I still don’t agree with this.”




“That’s okay, you don’t have to.” 




Hera latched the side of her suitcase, all the clothes folded prim and proper inside. She adjusted her cap and checked her hair in the mirror, pulled up in a flawless tight bun. 




“This is your last chance to back out, Hera. Please. We can still resume our career.” 




“We already publicly retired.” 




“You’re only 20. There’s still a few years left for us. Just think about it.”




She shook her head, touching his cheek. “I’m tired of arguing. I have to do this. You know I do.” 




He wrenched her wrist away, holding it to his chest. “You’re throwing away years of work!” 




“I’m not ‘throwing away’ anything!” 




“Please.”




“Let me go, Kanan.” 




“I don’t want you to do something you’ll regret.” 




“We already talked about this—” 




“Hera—” 




“You have to. Let. Go! ”




She ripped her hand away, and like the tear of paper, their bond severed. Ten years of companionship and training erased in an instant. She turned toward the door.




Silence suffocated him. It pressed in on his chest, prickled at his eyes. An emptiness consumed his heart, a gaping, churning nothingness that threatened to swallow his entire being up.




“I wish I could have left with your support,” Hera whispered, voice wavering. He couldn’t see her eyes. “But sacrifices have to be made to do what’s right. I hope you’ll forgive me someday. Goodbye, Kanan.” 




She left the room, the door clicking decidedly behind her. The darkness closed in around him as he sunk to the ground and buried his face in his hands.




Now what?
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Crack— 




Smack. Smack. Crack. 




All four targets at the corners of the goal folded in on themselves. Perfect. Crisp. Clean—the Wren specialty. 




He checked the timer and pumped his fist: 1.8 seconds. A record!




Tristan loved hockey. If there was anything in this world he loved, it was this sport. Soccer was fun too, but this was where it’s at. 




To be honest, he was glad he was still allowed to love it. The last thing he wanted to become was depressed and angry like his sister. Their mother worked him hard too, but it was clear her high expectations laid on Sabine. He, as the younger sibling, got a little bit more breathing room.




Thank god for that.  




However, in those quiet moments when he caught her skating alone like the rest of the world had ceased to exist, he somehow knew that she still loved it. She was searching for something. Maybe she’d never achieve it. Maybe she would. 




Either way, he’d rather pursue hockey as just a hobby if it meant he could still love to do it. Sacrifices have to be made for satisfaction.




Time would tell. He still had some to decide his future.




The door to the rink opened. He half expected Zeb, Sabine, or even Hera, but instead of the usual greeting, he was met with silence. He glanced at the door out of curiosity to find a guy standing there, a duffle over his shoulder. 




And in his other hand, a pair of figure skates. 




He lifted a hand in greeting, and the newcomer smiled in response. Good. At least this one seemed friendly. 




“Hey,” Tristan skated closer. “You must be the new guy.” 




“I guess that’s me.” 




He was fairly tall, but not too tall, and had that classic toned and slim figure skater build. A pair of epic scars slashed across his left cheek. (Something to ask about if he actually lasted and if they became friends.) 




Scars. Dark hair. Figure skater. Wait a minute, is that—




“Zeb told me I could set up a locker in the locker room, so I was just on my way to find it. Sorry if I’m interrupting.” 




“Nah, you’re fine. I was just practicing until you guys come to take over the rink. I get the rink in the afternoon, but I was in the mood, if you get how I feel.” The new guy chuckled. “Here, I’ll show you where everything is.” 




He shifted his bag over his shoulder. “Thanks, man. I’d like that.” 




Tristan stepped out of the rink, shaking the ice shavings off onto the mats. It had to be him. “I’m Tristan, by the way.” 




He extended a hand, and the new guy shook it. “I’m Ezra.” 




Tristan squinted. He knew he’d recognized him from somewhere. “Wait, Ezra Bridger ?” 




Ezra chuckled nervously. “That’s me?” 




“No way, dude! I loved your Seven Nation Army routine. So epic.” 




Ezra’s brows shot up. “You watch figure skating?” 




“My sister and mother practically force me to watch it, but one skater to another, what you do is insane.” 




“You’re Sabine’s brother, I take it?” Tristan nodded. “Are you kidding me? You’re a crazy shot. I saw as I walked in. Now that’s insane.” 




“Eh.” Tristan continued toward the north side. “When you love to do something, you’re willing to do anything for it. In my case, that’s lots of practice.” 




“I get the feeling.” 




Tristan entered the locker room and patted the side of the black lockers with a metallic thunk thunk . “Take your pick. The lockers over there are typically borrowed by any hockey guys I bring over, but you can lock it if that makes you more comfortable.” 




He looked around the locker room, nodding. “It’ll be fine.” 




Tristan clapped his gloves together, the sound echoing through the empty space. Ezra Bridger, the famous skating prodigy, was standing in his locker room. What a cool day. 




“I’ll let you unpack and get settled in, but let me know if you need anything.” 




“Thanks, Tristan.” 




As he turned to leave, Ezra abruptly asked, “Hey, is it alright if I practice with you? I played as a kid but I’m pretty rusty.” 




Tristan felt his face light up unashamedly. “But don’t you have practice soon?”  




Ezra glanced at the clock. “It doesn’t start until nine. We’ve got time.” 




Tristan grinned. “You’re on.” 




Yeah, he already approved of this guy. 
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Her brother practicing as she arrived for morning practice wasn’t unusual in the slightest—




But Ezra in the rink with him sure was. 




The figure skater had a helmet on and was attempting to get the puck past her brother, who easily blocked him every time. Ezra laughed about it though, and body slammed Tristan to no avail. The two dissolved into laughter, shoving at each other more. 




“Your skater figure is no match for my hockey bod,” Tristan teased, flexing. Ezra responded by whacking him with the stick and shoving his way past. Tristan yelped and fumbled to block him, but he managed to slither by and make a goal. 




Sabine rolled her eyes. Boys, honestly.




The coaches were standing at the side of the rink, watching them with amusement. They cheered with Ezra as he did a victory loop, holding the stick above his head like a raving Tusken Raider. Even Chopper howled along with them.




So everyone was having fun without her. Cool. Not that she cared. 




They had a job to do. Fun had to be sacrificed for success, so she sat down on the bench and pulled off her boots. 




Hera noticed her entrance. “Alright boys, playtime’s over! Ezra, get that thing off your head.” 




Ezra removed the helmet and shook his hair out, the dark strands sticking out in odd directions. Sabine looked down at her skates and began to fasten them. He fist bumped Tristan and helped him drag the net into the storage on the other side of the rink. 




It would be even harder to get rid of this guy now that he was buddies with her brother. Just fantastic. Just what she needed. 




She checked to make sure her beanie covered her hair, then stood, tossing her jacket to the side. Hera gave her a once over, then glanced at her head. She scoffed fondly, obviously knowing her student well enough to know what was under the beanie; for the first time today, Sabine actually felt a bit proud of herself. 




Then Hera motioned for her to come talk , and those good feelings deflated instantly. 




She stood in the corner with her hands crossed and relaxed. “How are you feeling about today?” She said nothing and gestured toward her head. 




Hera sighed. “I expected that. But please trust me when I say I believe this could be a good thing if you let it.” 




Based on the events of the past two days, she knew better than to object or say otherwise. Just play along. Get the gold. Move on with her life. She’d survive. 




“I’m fine. I’ve done this for years.” 




“But you’ve never done it with him. Consider yourself a novice in this as well.” 




Riiiiiiight. Her, a novice. 




“Listen. As the most experienced pair skater, it’s your responsibility to help Ezra.” 




“He’ll be fine—” 




“You saw how yesterday went. If you won’t help him, this will go nowhere. He can’t skate with you if you skate against him.” 




Oh. That wasn’t such a bad idea. 




Hera’s frown deepened, clearly reading her mind. She genuinely seemed disappointed—which created an icky feeling called guilt that crawled up Sabine’s spine and gathered in her throat and chest. She crossed her arms to hide it or make it go away. It didn’t work. 




“Don’t even think about it, Sabine. No one knows how this will turn out.” She set a hand on her shoulder and tipped her chin up. Sabine stared defiantly into comforting deep verdant eyes. “It’s time to drop your pride. Take a chance that out of all the guys you’ve tried, he could be the one.” 




She sighed through her nose. Hera trusted and knew her. Sabine usually trusted her judgment, but… It was hard to this time. 




“Fine.” 




“Good girl.” She patted her cheek. “Now get out there and show him the real Sabine.” 




“Gladly.” 




Ezra was waiting in the center of the rink, actually sitting down on the ice, probably soaking his pants through. His eyes were closed, breath slow and deep. What. A. Weirdo. 




He stood as she entered. “What’s with the getup?” he snipped.




“Oh, nothing.” She ripped the beanie off, tossing it toward her stuff on the benches. “Just a change in style.” 




Ezra blinked in surprise, Ahsoka gasped, and Hera laughed out loud.




Now they knew how she felt about this. Even if she had to cooperate, it didn’t mean she had to like it. Sabine had always been proud of her dramatic flair at times, no matter the sacrifice. 




Bye-bye teal. 
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Defiance—she liked it. 




Ahsoka had to say, the black suited Sabine well. She assumed that was close to her natural color based on what she knew about her parents, but the little hint of purple was a nice touch. 




Kanan cleared his throat. “I don’t know what just happened, but—” Someone sputtered. “Shut up, Ezra.” 




He just laughed harder. Ahsoka pressed a knuckle to her lips to suppress a smile at the disgusted sneer from Sabine. 




My, she adored her snarkiness. Reminded her of a certain someone.




 “Moving on… Ahsoka, take the reins.” 




“Gladly.” She entered the rink, surprising them both. “It’s time to get serious.” 




She skated in front of them, pacing like a general inspecting her troops. It had its desired effect, and they both straightened up, watching her warily. That was the benefit of being a coach from nowhere—nobody knew what her next move was going to be. 




“Today is the beginning of your journey together as a team. Treat it as such.” She looked each square in the eye. “If you want to throw away your careers, then be my guest. But from here on out, Hera isn’t just Sabine’s coach, and Kanan and I aren’t just Ezra’s. We’re all here for one purpose, and that’s to propel you to the top. Are we clear?” 




Sabine looked away with a defeated sigh, blowing a stray strand from her eyes. Ezra stared at his feet. 




“Are we clear ?” 




They mumbled their agreement. 




“Great.” Ahsoka perked up, hands perched on her hips. “We have a little more than four months to make you a champion pair. Let’s start with a two lap warm up.” 




The two skaters glanced at each other, then Ezra shot off. Sabine squawked before chasing after him. 




“Two laps might not be enough,” Hera chuckled as Ahsoka returned to the boards where she and Kanan leaned, observing the two racers. 




“Brrr,” Ahsoka shook out her arms and laughed. “I sounded like Skyguy there.” 




“He was always a serious teacher at the best times and a doof at the worst,” Kanan agreed. 




“You know, I never got to see him in action as a coach,” Hera mused.




“You wouldn’t. He started after you left.” 




She patted Chopper’s head, the husky growling at Kanan from her heel. “That would do it.” 




Tense silence stretched on. Thankfully, the kids finished their second lap and broke the awkwardness, Ezra sliding across the centerline a half second before Sabine. He whooped, skating backwards and snickering at her. She fumed, about to make a remark, but Hera cleared her throat. 




“Okay, you two. Today we’ll start with the basics.” 




As Hera explained the concept of steps in pair skating, and consequently made them walk side by side together (they complained a lot), Ahsoka took the time to analyze her students: 




She knew how to read Ezra like a book. She’d only coached him for three years, but had already fallen in love with his passion and tenacity. That was, until it all fell apart. 




His fingers absentmindedly tapped at his thigh and toe bounced as he listened to Hera’s instructions. He was nervous, which meant that he either cared or was scared. She prayed for the former. 




But Sabine.  




Sabine was the challenge. It helped that Ahsoka saw a lot of herself in the young woman’s spirit, but it was hard to relate to her otherwise; she’d grown up in a small farm town until she was found by a talent agent, never having much money or fame even now in life, unlike Sabine. But as she watched her now, Sabine shied away from Ezra at every opportunity, treating every interaction with disdain and indifference as she moved through the junior level movements. 




A surge of intrigued realization spread throughout her body: Sabine was absolutely terrified of the outcome of this partnership. 




She’d seen her performance recordings before—the girl was a fireball of talent. Absolute brilliance. Despite her external attitude toward the sport, her passion shone through in every aspect of her performances. In Ahsoka’s humble opinion, she deserved to be picky about her partners. If they couldn’t keep up with that spitfire, they’d quickly be left in the dust. 




And then along came Ezra, a skater with his own passions, working through different problems. But he could keep up with her. The audition was proof of that. No wonder she’s scared. And he’s scared he won’t be enough, that he’ll be told he can’t do it.




The two were more similar than they’d like to admit.




Ezra now followed along with Hera’s cues, a crease in his brow as he focused. Step. Crossover. Step. Together. That’s better. Sabine moved fluidly, perfectly in tune with his movements. 




Then she said something to Ezra, distracting him. Whatever it was backfired as he lost balance and smacked into her, sending her sprawling. Typical arguing ensued.




“They compliment each other,” Ahsoka noted. “If only they’d realize it.” 




Hera sighed, “He’s too stubborn and she’s too proud.”




“It’s not stubbornness,” Kanan said. “It’s fear.” 




On both their parts, Ahsoka mused. Two sides of the same coin. Or blade.
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After about a half hour, the steps became easier. He just focused on putting one foot in front of the other. 




They’d done well! He was getting used to the rhythm of skating with another person. It wasn’t much different than skating alone. If he just imagined her movements as an extension of his own, like extra arms and legs, it made it easier—-




But they were arms and legs which could do what they wanted, and that including kicking him if he messed up.




Honestly, things had been going too well. It made him uncomfortable.




“So the hair,” he said. Please react, please react… 




Her eyes narrowed as she lifted a foot and twisted into a twizzle. He did the same only a half second too late, but it was good enough. “You have something to say about it?” 




“It’s a… statement.” 




She huffed, sliding to a stop. “Glad you approve,” she deadpanned. “It makes my day.” 




They slid to a stop together and Kanan explained the concept of rocker turns as a pair, then sent them on their way. First, crossover steps into the middle, then separate for twizzles, single toe loop, and come back together for rocker turns. 




Simple enough. 




The first run through was… mediocre. Ezra focused so much on perfecting his own movements he lost track of Sabine and the rhythm, making him a full beat behind. Sabine attempted to slow for him and it helped a bit. 




The second run through was better. He managed to stay in sync until the toe loop, when Sabine’s anticipation was shorter than his. She flew straight into the jump while he took a breath to prepare himself. That threw them off. 




She seemed irritated by the third or fourth. They worked through the twizzles and toe loop without many mistakes—but of course she had to ruin everything.




“You know, I remember you, Ezra Bridger.” 




“I’m flattered.” 




“You were the one who had an accident.” 




Ezra stiffened, mind looping and stuttering over the words again. “And it’s none of your business.” 




“It is if it’ll interfere with your skating. Will it?” 




His gaze darkened. “I’d be more worried about your attitude, princess.” 




They separated, but Ezra’s brain fogged over with irritation. As they came back together, he caught her hand and held steadfast. 




“I am fine .” 




“I don’t believe you,” she goaded. 




In his distraction, Ezra missed the cue for the turn, and they crashed together. He managed to stay upright, but Sabine fell back onto the ice. She whipped back her hair as amber eyes flared in anger.




“See what I mean?” she cried.




“I don’t see how that’s my fault! You’re distracting me!”




“A great skater shouldn’t get distracted!” she seethed. 




“I’m only human, unlike you.” 




Her eyes flared. “You little—”




“Alright, kids! Take ten.” Hera rubbed at her temples. 




They glared fiercely for another moment, muscles bunched in tension, then Ezra got to his feet and stormed to Kanan. Sabine went to Hera. Ahsoka watched from afar. 




He took the water bottle offered as Kanan leaned on the boards.




“I don’t understand what I’m doing wrong! Why does she have to get so angry with me?” 




“You’re stuck in your own head.” 




“I’m not.” 




“Yes, you are. You’re focusing so much on yourself, you’re forgetting to watch her.” 




Ezra glowered, spitefully taking another drink. Kanan only sighed, a calm disposition settling over him. He set a hand on Ezra’s shoulder. 




“Breathe with me. Clear your mind.” 




Ezra obeyed and closed his eyes. 




Inhale. 




Exhale. 




Some of the noise went away. 




“I know this isn’t an easy thing to adapt to,” Kanan said quietly. “You have to listen to your partner. To learn to feel what they feel.” 




“She’s just this… this empty slate,” Ezra grumbled. “There’s nothing but spite and—and nothing!” 




“Are you sure about that?” Ezra scrubbed at his face, groaning. “Listen to her the way you listen to yourself. She is telling you everything without saying a single word.”




“She says enough words.” 




Kanan squeezed his shoulder. “She’s trying to get into your head. She’s testing you. Are you going to let her do that?” 




He took another deep breath. 




Get into this rink and I’ll show you ‘great!’




Didn’t know we were in elementary school again.




I know your type.




I remember you, Ezra Bridger.




“No.” 




He couldn’t let her get to him. He’d show her who Ezra Bridger was. 




Kanan ruffled his hair. “You have to abandon your pride. As a soloist, the only person in the spotlight is yourself, so pride does you well. I know it may be a hard thing to accept, but…” 




He glanced over to where Hera and Ahsoka were speaking with Sabine. She pointed at Ahsoka’s white and blue braids, eyes wide with respect and dark hair glistening in the light. Hera glanced over toward them, arms crossed and stance firm. 




“In partner skating, your partner is the single most important thing in the ring. Your responsibility is her safety, and her spotlight. She is to be the center of attention at all times.” 
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Tristan returned to the rink just as the figure skaters were finishing up. As per typical, his sister seemed less than pleased to even be in the rink with Ezra, but he seemed calm enough. He hoped Ezra stayed. For once, her partner was actually a fun and cool guy. 




Someone like that could do her some good. 




As he pulled on his skates and checked his phone for his teammates ETAs, the coaches talked amongst themselves. 




Forgive a guy for being curious. After all, sound carries in a place with metal walls.




“He’s so in tune with himself,” Hera commented, “but oblivious to her. And she’s too in tune with him, and not enough with herself.” 




Oh, goody. Psychology.




Kanan Jarrus nodded. (Kanan Jarrus is in his arena! Wow, what a day.) “It will take some adjusting. There still seems to be a… divide, even though we’ve expressed our will to be a team.” 




“I think I have an idea that may help with that,” the tall woman with braids said. He had no idea who she was. She was pretty though. “But it can wait until tomorrow.” 




The coaches nodded, then fell quiet as the two skaters finished packing up. Sabine stared up at the trophy case, expression completely blank. She pivoted on her heels and left the arena. Hera rolled her eyes at the other coaches before chasing after her. 




Ezra was left standing alone, glaring after her. Phew, things must have gone bad, but the fact he hadn’t gone running for the hills yet spoke to his tolerance. To be completely honest, Tristan was glad Sabine finally had someone who actually challenged her. 




Ezra approached his coaches and nodded to Tristan. His teammates took that moment to arrive, their boisterous laughter filling the arena as they entered. Tristan took that as his cue to set up.




Just as he entered the ice, he heard one last dialogue: 




“What is this, Kanan?” Ezra asked his coach. “Why am I even doing this?” 




He adjusted his scarf and set a hand on Ezra’s shoulder as he helped guide him out. 




“It’s ‘hell,’ Ezra. I’m putting you through hell.”




Chapter End Notes




I added the coaches’ designs to the previous chapter toward the bottom if you’d like to see how they look! :)
AND yay the first sketch incorporated with the story!




- Posting a day early because as established before, I have as much self control as Anakin.
- Dun dun dun, a snippet of Kanan and Hera backstory! I love their angst. I’d love to hear your theories, but will not confirm yet! ;)
- TRISTAN! He and Ezra would be best bros in the show if the cultural barrier wasn’t there, fite me. I’m having so much fun developing the different characters’ voices so far, and I hope you enjoy them too.
- I’ve changed up the order of Sabine’s hair colors just for drama’s sake, so now she has her season 4 dark color. (No, ofc her hair isn’t symbolic of her internal state throughout this fic. Whaaat?)
- Good stuff in store next chapter :3




V. Connection
Chapter Notes




See the end of the chapter for notes
*click*




Mayday, mayday, mayday! 




This is the Ghost, ID alpha-delta-niner-niner. 




I have lost my starboard engine, 2,000 elevation westbound and going down fast. 




Acknowledged, Ghost. Any bogies inbound?




Negative. I got those SOBs and their shrapnel got me. 




Confirmed. Eject immediately. 




Repeat, abandon your vessel. 




Negative. I can still put her down, command. 




Rear engines are failing, but wind speeds are consistent enough I may be able to glide. 




This action is not advised. Eject immediately. 




There’s an empty playa to the north, I can land her there. 




Gah, left engine gone! 




That is enemy territory, Captain. 




I repeat, enemy territory. 




Either I land this baby in remote enemy territory or eject into the middle of the the wilderness, command. You tell me the odds.  




… 




I’ve made my choice. See you on the other side. 




*click*




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




The plan had been to pick up from where they left off yesterday, but that quickly fell apart. Kanan supposed that was hardly unusual considering the two barely-more-than-delinquents-whenever-within-thirty-feet-of-one-another he was charged with coaching.




“One more time! Ezra, open your eyes!”




“That’s rich coming from you!” 




Stars above, he loved that kid’s sharp wit, but only when it was appropriate and not distracting.




“Shut up and focus!” 




Boom. Crash again. Arguing. 




He had gray hairs. He just knew it. 




“These kids are going to be the same shade as blueberries by the end of this week,” Hera groaned. He could tell by her blurry shape she was slouched over the side of the boards, face in her hands. “I won’t be able to procure enough ice packs to satisfy Sabine’s whining.” 




Kanan ran his hands through his hair, feeling Ahsoka’s irritated glare toward their shared protégés.




“Sabine,” she barked, “keep in pace with him. I know you want to go faster, but this is a slower beat we’ve set forward. Again! Five, six, seven, eight.” 




A swell of pride rose in his chest as the synchronized scrape of blades echoed through the rink. 




Much better, but not perfect. 




“Ezra, center your balance with Sabine.” 




“My what?” 




Crash. 




Ahsoka and Hera both winced. That… was a bad one. 




“What the heck was that?” Sabine screeched. “Are you trying to get me killed?”




“I’m sorry, I don’t see where this is my fault!” Ezra’s voice trembled. Dammit. This situation had to de-escalate or it was going to go south fast.




“Where isn’t it?” 




“You ripped my gloves!”




The rest of the argument faded to background noise. Kanan rubbed his temples; it was time for desperate measures.




“Ahsoka, I think this may be a good time to initiate your plan.” 




“Agreed.” 
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“We’re doing what?” 




Hera pulled a coat on as Sabine ran a comb through her hair and Ezra wrapped a scarf around his shoulders. The coaches were all waiting patiently by the arena doors, backlit by gentle mid-morning sun. 




“Shopping,” she said gleefully. “Or, at least Ezra is. I have no idea what Kanan and Ahsoka have planned for you, Sabine.” 




The two teens glanced at each other and quickly looked away. “Why?” 




Kanan replied, “We all know so much about you two, but Ezra doesn’t know Hera—and Sabine doesn’t know us.” 




“If we’re to work as a team,” Ahsoka supplied, “then you should be able to trust all of us. Besides, you need a rest.” 




“It was only two days of training.” 




“And it was enough,” she said with a snicker, putting on gloves. “Now come. Let’s waste no daylight.” 




Sabine shrugged and slung a purse over her shoulder. “Suits me just fine. Where are we going?”




“It’s a surprise.” 




“I like those.” 




Kanan wandered off with the two women, sending a small wave back. Hera watched them go for a moment before turning to Ezra, who sighed in relief once Sabine was out of earshot and pulled his hat down over his ears. 




It really was frustrating these two loathed each other so much, but… well, that’s what today was for, wasn’t it? 




“That glad, huh?” 




He only shook his head with a sarcastic huff. “Where to?” 




“Downtown. It’s time to get you a new pair of gloves.” 
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The car ride passed quickly, much in thanks to Hera’s relaxed demeanor. Ezra had expected the drive to be painfully awkward, but instead she had brought up the recent Blackhawk and Ducks game, and the rest was history. She surprised him with her chill and comforting attitude, so different from her firm, commanding approach when it came to skating. He liked this side of her. 




Of course, Chopper had to contribute his piece every now and then, nearly blasting their ears out with his excited ‘talking.’ 




Before he knew it, they were parking in front of Garel Sportswear and entering the store. He’d been there dozens of times over the years since beginning his career. The familiar subtle smell of rubber hit his nose as rows and rows of sports equipment loomed beyond. Hera took a breath too. 




“If something catches your eye, let me know. Doesn’t have to be just gloves.” 




He thanked her and made a beeline (casually, of course) for the athletic tape and recovery aisle. Hera chuckled as he snatched up a hot/cold pack, painkillers, and a few rolls of tape. She offered a shopping basket. 




“I should have known.” 




They continued on, deciding to check out the gloves next. The aisle had about twenty different pairs of black gloves alone, then another thirty of other varieties. Safe to say, they had their work cut out for them.




“Out of curiosity, how long have you been Sabine’s coach? You seem to handle her so well.” 




“If I’m remembering correctly… we’re going on seven years now.”




“Oh, wow. And how many partners in that time?” 




“Too many to count. Only one lasted, but well, we still ended up here.” 




They both had to laugh at that. Chopper panted happily at Hera’s side. To think that Sabine had been skating since she could walk was insane to say the least. All those years of work showed; she was absolutely spectacular. Ever since he had first entered the rink and laid eyes on her, watched her dance across the ice as if she owned it, he’d known she was something special. 




Then he came along and apparently couldn’t keep up. She’d said it enough times, so it must be true. Right? 




He hesitated, a question dancing on the tip of his tongue. 




“Do you really think I can do this?” 




She set down the pair of brown gloves she’d been inspecting, eyes soft and lips slightly parted. 




“Oh, Ezra,” she sighed. Stars, her affection made him want to cry. “Of course you can. Out of all of the boys I have worked with over the years, I have never had such confidence in them as I do you. And I’m not just saying that to make you feel better.” 




She set a hand on his arm and looked into his eyes.




“I know it may not seem like it now, but you and Sabine are a good match. Great, even.” 




Ezra scoffed. They all said that, but he had yet to see it.




“Don’t let her scare you away, Ezra,” she advised. “She’s mean because she’s scared.” 




“Scared? Of what?” 




“Failing again.” 




Ezra shook his head. There was no way. “But she’s so confident and proud.” 




“It’s all a ruse, kiddo. Some of it, at least. She’s got a lot on her shoulders. Don’t tell me you aren’t a little bit scared too. With the little comments? The jokes are a cover, aren’t they?” 




Oh, ho, ho, straight to the money, then. 




“If I had known that this trip would be a psychiatric therapy session, I would have stayed back. I have my secrets, you know.” 




Hera laughed and ruffled his hair. “I’m just teasing you—mostly. It’s important to understand how you both are feeling.” 




“Yeah, Kanan said something similar.” 




“He’s wise.” 




She smiled gently, mind far from the small sports store for just an instant. 




Ezra knew he made a funny face when he asked, “So what’s the deal with you two, anyway? He still has a picture of you two together on his wall and won’t talk about it much.” 




“These gloves look nice. Why don’t you try thes—” 




“That’s called deflecting, Hera. Are you scared?”




“Of what you’ll do with those sharp brains, kid.” They both laughed. 




“How about this: I keep my secrets, and you keep yours. What happens in the sports store stays in the sports store.” 




Hera rolled her eyes. “Deal.”
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Ezra eventually settled on a padded black pair with blue triangles on the back that matched his eyes. Hera had been eyeing those for a few minutes, and internally celebrated when he chose them. Of course, being the considerate boy he was, he asked if her if she wanted to look at anything, so together they wandered over toward the winter sports section. 




She examined some of the skate guard options before settling on a bright green pair. 




“Come to think of it, I’ve only ever seen you skate in videos,” Ezra commented. 




“You probably will soon, but we’ve been letting the younger of us three skate first,” she laughed. 




The pet section was the next aisle over, so Ezra suggested they let Chopper choose a toy. He sniffed around for a bit before picking up a bright orange frisbee. Everyone got a little something out of this trip.




Excited chattering behind them distracted Hera from her search for Greenies (husky breath was no joke). She turned to find a few teenagers grouped together and looking in Ezra’s direction, giggling amongst themselves. They grew shy and looked away when they noticed her look, but none could escape the sharp instincts of Hera Syndulla. 




“You have some admirers,” she whispered, snickering. 




Ezra’s cheeks flushed a little, but before he could ask, someone tapped his shoulder.  




“Excuse me?” 




A girl with brown hair stood nervously behind him. “Are you Ezra Bridger?” 




With a flip of a switch, he suddenly became a guy she couldn’t recognize. He straightened up, shoulders back, but still relaxed, a smile spreading across his face. “That’s me.” 




So now Hera finally met the Olympic prodigy skater, Ezra Bridger the world knew him as. Very charming, really. 




In an explosion of excited gasps and chattering, the others approached too. 




“Is it okay if we take a picture with you?” 




“Sure, why not?” 




The group celebrated and gathered around. 




“Here, let me,” Hera offered. 




The girl nodded and passed off her phone while everyone posed. After the picture, she took a few extras to make sure they liked them. 












The teens thanked her profusely, chorused their goodbyes to Ezra, and skittered away in a flurry of giddiness, already typing on their phones. He sighed. Remembering how exhausting it was to keep a front for her own fans, Hera had to laugh. She did not miss those days. 




“I didn’t realize you were so popular,” she teased.  




He scratched his neck, cheeks flushing a little. “Honestly, I don’t usually realize it either.” 




“It’s tough being a big ol’ celebrity.” She winked.




“Yeah, but… It’s a strange thing; I don’t feel different from everyone else, yet everyone treats me differently. It’s not that I mind it, but it’s just strange. Like I already said. Dur.” 




“It’s okay. I completely understand.” 




He smiled gratefully toward her, but the smile fell. He itched his cheek around those two scars. “I love my supporters, really I do. But it’s not easy.” 




A confession was coming—she sensed it.




“Sometimes it feels like I have a thousand eyes on my back, always watching. Always listening. That’s what expectations feel like. I love skating, or at least I used to, but they choke out all of the joy from what you do, leaving behind a hollow, passionless husk.”




If only he and Sabine actually stopped for a moment to talk with one another instead of near-constant cat fighting. They’d find so, so much in common. It hurt to stand by and do nothing, but these things had to work out their natural course. Even if it took sixteen years… or more.




“Sounds like you have experience.” 




He just shrugged . 




Stars, what an amazing kid.




What she would’ve given to have his wisdom at his age, though it must have come with payment. In her own way, she learned those lessons just a few years older than him.




“Want to get something to eat?” she asked. 




Ezra’s eyes widened. “What kind of a question is that?” 




Like father like son, apparently. 
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They ordered coffee and croissants from the local café down the block. The sweet smell had practically drawn Ezra to the corner shop like a siren’s song, so who was Hera to deny a good cup of dark roast? 




As they waited in the cozy store for their order, Ezra knelt down next to Chopper and rubbed his fluffy dog cheeks, speaking in baby voice to the extreme. Hera chuckled fondly as Chopper began to husky talk in return, licking his face. Ezra laughed, then noticed his tags again.




“Hey, I meant to ask… was he military?” 




“Sort of. Search and Rescue. He served with the National Guard for a bit.” 




“How’d he come to meet you?” 




“He was transferred to the Marines, which turned out to be a horrible idea. He’s not exactly Corps material.” Chopper grumbled indignantly. “We met in service when his helicopter went down overseas.” 




He blinked. “You served?” 




“Yep. I was a pilot for several years. It’s why I stopped skating. I pulled him from the wreckage, but his handler didn’t make it, so I adopted him after retiring.”




Ezra grabbed their order off of the counter and handed the bag to Hera. He took a sip of his drink, approved it with a quick thumbs up, then they continued down the street toward the park. 




It just… explained so much . Hera was, well, Hera —stern, strong, and firm in her stance on everything. Kanan had always been a pacifist in everything he’d done. He wouldn’t have agreed with her going to war, no matter how much they had accomplished together, no matter if they had been ready to retire. 




He told her as much, and she sighed fondly, “Yeah. Yeah, it was messy when I left. But I knew in my heart I had a calling to fly. Not just on the ice, but in the skies.” She looked up toward the sun, blocking it with her gloved hand. “When you’re up there, even while in battle, while bullets whistle past your wings, the rest of the world sometimes disappears for a moment.” 




She closed her eyes, and Ezra stared up at that sky, trying to imagine . He thought of that weightless moment in the middle of a jump, when the world is spinning so fast it disappears into a single thought, time slowing to the gentle thump of his heart and wind in his ears. It felt so far away. 




He’d do anything to feel elation like that again. 




Hera had loved skating, yet found a passion for something new and was willing to give up everything else for that one thing she wanted. And still to this day, she was pursuing her dream. 




How cool—no, inspirational was she? 




A comfortable silence fell between them. The surprisingly warm breeze caressed his cheeks and ruffled Chopper’s fur as he trotted leisurely by Hera’s feet.




“I’m sure you hear this enough and it must get shallow or old, but um…” he fiddled with his sleeve. “Thank you for your service. Really.” 




“I honestly think it did more service for me than I did for it, but thank you, Ezra.” She smiled fondly and ruffled the back of his hair. “Going soft on me, Private?” 




He laughed. “Never. And hey, I’m at least a lieutenant.” 




“In your dreams.” 




To be completely honest, the idea of Hera being a vet surprised him less than it should have. She fit the commanding personality expected for someone racing to the frontlines. But she was still young, and if she had been a coach for seven years… Ezra wasn’t very good at math, but that meant she served for maybe four or five years and then stopped. 




Then he noticed the glittering purple heart-shaped pin on her overalls strap. 




Oh. That got him thinking. 




“Can I ask you something… personal?” 




“Shoot for it, kid. That’s what we’re here for.” 




He took a breath, then let it out: 




“Do you ever have memories? Of what you saw? Of… what happened during the war?” 




He glanced at the pin again and Hera hummed, nodding. From her expression, she somehow knew exactly what he was thinking about. Of course, he expected Kanan to mention his… past to her, but still, she saw right through him. 




So this is how it feels to have a mom who reads your mind? Ahsoka had always felt like a big sister, and it had been so long since he’d felt maternal love—not since the children’s care home. 




She scratched Chopper’s ears. “Let’s go sit for a bit.” 




They wandered toward the benches in the park, croissants warm in the paper bags. Hera gave him his and took a bite out of her own. 




“I understand hurt,” she said simply, a finger running over the scar on Chopper’s muzzle. “Sometimes it’s the pain I’ll never feel again, but more often it’s the pain I believe I will always feel. Up here.” She pointed to her head. “In here.” 




Then, she tapped her chest and a pang of sympathetic grief flashed through Ezra. 




“So in that way, I understand loss. But I also understand pain .” 




She set her croissant down and batted away Chopper before he could eat it, complaining about ‘poisonous chocolate.’ Then she rolled up her long knitted sleeve. Ezra opened his mouth to say she didn’t have to show him anything, but his voice failed when he saw the long, jagged, and puckered collection of scars running up her entire forearm. 




“Let’s just say that machine guns are nasty buggers,” she chuckled, a finger tracing across the worst part on her bicep. 




The wheels of Ezra’s brain rotated a thousand miles per hour. 




“How do you handle the memories?” 




“I realized a long time ago I had to make a decision— I could either let my fear rule my life or accept it as a part of me and allow myself to live. So, I remind myself of what I have, not what I lost, and what I plan to do, not what happened to me. There’s nothing we can do about the past, Ezra. Sometimes we have to let it go.” 




She smiled kindly at him, and he blinked a few times, but said nothing. 




“Now, it’s not that easy for everyone. And it’s a hell of a lot harder than I make it seem, but it’s helped me. And I have Chopper to help me too.” 




She scratched his ears, then rolled down her sleeve (now he noticed the stiff movements of her scarred left arm). Then she pointed to her eyebrow. 




“I hit my head while checking the engines of my F-35 Lockheed Martin, the Phantom I . It bled pretty bad, but all things considered was a stupid mistake and a minor injury. My squad laughed about it for weeks. It wasn’t the reason for my Purple Heart, but that one is my favorite.” 




“Why?” 




“Because it shows that even the smallest things can leave marks on us, whether in the form of a lesson, scar—or both. Everything that happens to us affects us in some way. Some more than others.” 




The breeze whistled past their ears. Two little kids ran across the grass, playing tag. Their joyful laughter ringing through the park. The bite of a promised breeze nipped at his nose.




“There. That’s my deep secret for today,” Hera chuckled. “What happens in the park stays in the park. Now it’s your turn: Do you remember pain, Ezra Bridger?” 




Yeah. Yeah, he did. 
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Hera convinced him to try the shooting gallery at the arcade nearby, which she beat him sorely at for obvious reasons, but he wasn’t half bad. It at least offered an opportunity for lots of jokes as they drove back to the Wren manor. 




With their time together growing short, Hera asked him, “So how have you been with the practices so far? Besides the bruising of course.” 




Ezra sighed. “I don’t know. It’s just so… hard.” 




“How so?” 




He rubbed a hand over his hair and leaned against the window. “Kanan says I need to ‘listen to her’ and that she’s ‘telling me everything without saying a word’ or whatever, but I just don’t understand. I’ve only ever had to listen to my own instincts. Now we throw another person into the mix with this—” he gestured vaguely at his cheek “—and suddenly I don’t know what to do anymore.” 




“Do you want this to work out, Ezra?” was all she asked. 




He didn’t really have a good answer for that. 




“If you don’t make that decision, you won’t be able to believe in yourself and your capabilities.” She paused to allow it to sink in. “Do you want to see this to the end, whatever that may be?”




Hera waited patiently. Unfortunately, that silence offered a chance for Ezra’s thoughts to run wild as he watched the trees flash by. His career would be over if he didn’t. Kanan never said so, but he knew his father thought it. Ahsoka too. He wasn’t’ a little kid anymore; they couldn’t hide it from him.




Of course there were other options, but if he gave up now, what could he say? In his own words: ‘that he was almost a champion?’ That he gave up when he could have persevered? 




No. No, he was Ezra Bridger, and he was meant to be on the ice. Nothing would take that away from him.




“Yeah. I do.”  




Hera clearly tried to hide her smile, but failed fantastically. “Good.” 




A weight had lifted off of his shoulders when he said those words, a sense of purpose settling across his being. That state of limbo, teetering between misery and encouragement by spite was gone. Now, he was ready. 




“I’ll give you some advice, kiddo,” she said with a small smile. “But don’t tell Kanan. He’ll call it cheating.”
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The kid hadn’t come down for dinner, but Captain Syndulla had simply said he was busy with something and would be down in a short time. The others ate together, talking quietly amongst themselves, the kid’s chair a glaring pocket of silence in the prattle. 




Well, that time never came. Now well past supper, Zeb eyed the bowl of soup with tin foil over it sitting along on the counter, then decided to hell with it, the boy couldn’t work himself to death by starvation. He grabbed a roll of bread, the bowl—and a cookie for good measure—then started upstairs for the kid’s room. 




The door was cracked open, but Zeb still knocked. When there was no reply, he peeked inside. The sight had to make him sigh: 




There he was, slouched down on his desk in front of his laptop, the screen still casting a gentle blue hue throughout the dim space. Zeb invited himself in and chuckled, looking around the room. He liked what the kid had done with the place. A few posters here and there of various bands, a picture of him with a medal, another with him and Kanan—but the picture on his nightstand gave him pause. A family; a man and a woman carrying a small boy on her back. 




Yep, he had a soft spot for the kid already. 




Zeb set the soup and other food on the desk as quietly as a giant guy like him could. As he reached over to turn off the computer, he noticed the page currently pulled up: 




Sabine Wren and Wedge Antilles skate to Rihanna




In a smaller window: 




The Esteemed Sabine Wren showcases her glory in a special solo exhibition to Cody Fry




Smart kid, studying up. He had his work cut out for him with the little mistress, but it would pay off. He felt it. With a kid as tenacious as him, he would be fine in the end. 




Zeb switched off the computer and reached for the blanket draped over the foot of the bed, settling it across Ezra’s shoulders. As he gently closed the door, he peeked one last time to make sure he didn’t wake up. Sure enough, he slept like a baby and stayed that way. 




Rest up, kid. You need it.




Chapter End Notes




Longest chapter yet, with a lot of good stuff in it. I’ve been sick a lot lately, so I’ve at least partially drafted like three chapters ahead, but I’ll keep posting regularly XD




- The coaches are officially *done* with those two and I don’t blame them
- As someone who owns a husky, Chopper is very much (lovingly and not) inspired by my own little devil. They’re a lot of work, guys.
- Ezra handles attention from fans well enough, and enjoys it, but is such a humble guy he doesn’t know what to do about it. I feel like that’s somewhat in tune with his canon self. I snuck two canon CW character cameos and a self-insert in there ;)
- BACKSTORY REVEALED hehehe. I few of you picked up on it and I applaud you for it.
- Bahaha you didn’t think I’d leave out the “Kanan is against Hera joining the war” arc from this, did you? Don’t worry, he wasn’t the only one devastated by their separation.
- I love soft Zeb.
- Not much Sabine this time around, but plenty of that coming next time ;)
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I advise listening to "I Hear A Symphony" by Cody Fry when the lyrics start to get the right mood ;)




See the end of the chapter for more notes
12 years ago… 




 




The gentle creak and soft pitter patter of feet was the first alert Alrich had to the little one’s presence. He smiled to himself and set his brush in the water before peering over the side of the canvas to find two bright eyes staring back at him through the cracked open door. 




“Good morning, ad’ika.” 




He patted the stool next to him, delighting in the excitement that lit up Sabine’s face. She fluttered over to him and he took her into his arms, swinging her around as she squealed happily. 




“How did you sleep?” he asked, bumping foreheads with her. 




“Fine. My feet hurt though.” 




He set her down on the stool and picked up one of those feet in question. “You did a lot of practice yesterday.” He tickled her toes. “Does that help?” 




She squealed again. “No! Buir, stop, that tickles!” 




He obeyed and ruffled her hair affectionately. “Fine, I’ll spare you. Why are you up so early?” 




She swished her legs around on the swivel stool, looking away. “I had dreams of flying. I got excited. But then I started falling. Then I woke up.” 




Alrich sighed, brushing her hair back. She’d been struggling with nightmares lately. Too much stress, probably, though he tried his best to minimize her anxiety. Or maybe too much television and sugar before bed. Either could be the culprit at this point.




“Zeb said I had to wait for Coach Bo to get here before I could go skating. For ‘safety.’” She held up her air quotes with a stuck-out tongue. 




“‘Safety’ is a very important thing,” he laughed, “Zeb is right. And your mother would be very upset if she found out you were hurt and your aunt wasn’t there to help.” 




At the mention of her mother, Sabine suddenly went quiet. She swiveled on the seat again and fiddled with the hem of her purple nightgown.




“Is Bur’ika proud of me?” 




Her big golden eyes, identical to Ursa’s, cracked his heart in two. 




“Oh, Beanie, she is,” he assured her. She still pursed her lips. “She’s tough on you because she loves you and she wants the best for you.” 




Still, she was unconvinced. 




“Here, I have something to show you.” Alrich guided her over toward the tall windows and opened the curtain. He pulled the stool up so she could see out. 




Sabine eagerly perched on the stool and peered out, nose nearly pressed against the glass. 




“Birdies!” 




Sure enough, the tree outside the window hosted a flock of finches hopping from branch to branch. The birds sang their happiness to the clouds, joyful and sleek with their summer feathers. 




“Look up there, ad’ika,” he whispered. 




A nest with a handful of chicks and their mother sat upon the higher branches. A few of the babies were on branches below as the mother nudged a chick toward the side.




“What is she doing?” 




“She’s pushing them out of the nest so they’ll learn to fly.”




Sabine stared outside at the little birds with distress evident across every plane of her body. He had to stifle a fond chuckle at her concern. 




“But Buir, what if they get hurt?” 




“They’ll be okay. This is how they learn.” 




She watched in rapt silence and gasped quietly as the last chick, the smallest of the bunch, tipped over the edge. She missed the branch with the rest of her siblings and continued falling. Alrich heard Sabine whispering encouragement under her breath. The gentle sound of footsteps approaching announced his wife’s arrival. He glanced toward the door to find her leaning against the wall, head tilted as she watched.




The bird fell further, but determination took over her little body and she flapped her wings harder. Still, despite her efforts, the little bird landed unceremoniously on the ground. Sabine gasped. 




“We have to help her.” 




“No, these things must happen on their own. She must learn how to get up when she feels at her lowest.” Ursa shifted her weight behind them. 




The little bird looked up at the branches high above, hesitating. She lifted her wings and pumped them a few times. Then another finch swooped down to nudge her forward. Encouraged, she flapped once, twice, and then lifted off. 




“ Mar’e! She did it!” Sabine cheered.




Alrich laughed. ““See? They have to fall in order to fly. If the little bird had given up when things were hard, she never would have been able to. Now look at her.” 




The bird had rejoined her family, hopping happily from branch to branch—a little clumsy, but flying nonetheless. 




“There is a proverb of our ancestors: Ke barjurir gar'ade, jagyc'ade kot'la a dalyc'ade kotla'shya. ‘Train your sons to be strong but your daughters to be stronger.’ Your mother wants you to have the best future you can.” 




“Will I be strong?” 




“The strongest, ad’ika. I have no doubt.” He made meaningful eye contact with Ursa, who smiled gently and disappeared back into the hall. “It might not be easy at times, but I believe that if you work for it, you can achieve anything.” 




“Even become a famous artist like you, Buir?” 




“Especially that! Come, it’s time to start practicing for that now.” 




“But Zeb promised me hot chocolate if I stayed quiet this morning.” 




“Did he, now? Well, promises must be kept.” 
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“I’ve been avoiding this topic because I know you don’t want to talk about it,” Kanan said, “but it can’t be ignored forever.” 




Sabine blinked out of her daydreams and removed her earbuds. Ahsoka had just parked the car next to the arena, now waiting with her arms patiently crossed as she stared out of the windshield. 




Darn, she had been hoping to avoid serious conversation, and had been successful all through their ‘field trip,’ but one apparently cannot have too much fun without the real world. Wariness crept over her, but if the coaches’ goal today was to get her to trust them, they had succeeded. 




Their openness and honesty, from hearing about Kanan’s blindness to Ahsoka’s complicated relationship with skating, deserved a little of her own. She’d hear them out. 




“Okay,” she said slowly. “Let’s talk.” 




“What do you want out of your career, Sabine?”




Nevermind, she didn’t want to talk anymore. 




“Um, I don’t know. Go to the Olympics. Get a medal.” 




“That’s not what I meant. What do you want out of this, Sabine? There’s no passion without motivation.” 




It just wasn’t simple enough to explain. How could she describe what she had been chasing her entire life, what plagued her daydreams, yet continued to elude her like water slipping through her fingers no matter what she did? She’d been so close once, but look how that ended.




“I don’t know.” 




“I won’t force you to tell me,” Kanan said quietly. “However, I do know how it feels to have the expectations of others or what they want you to do weighing on you and your choices.” 




She stared out of the window toward the house, where escape from this deep conversation was so close, yet so far. 




“But the way I see it, Sabine, you have two options: You can continue to fight Ezra every step of the way, or you can give him a chance and allow yourself to adapt to something new. Then you might possibly have a chance at achieving that dream of yours. I’m not asking you to roll over and go with whatever—just to consider that in order to function as a team, some things might have to change.” 




His head turned as if to look at her from his peripheral vision. 




“I know it’s not an easy thing. You don’t have to answer me, and I don’t expect you to. Just think about that. In the end, it’s your decision.” 




As they got out of the car, Sabine stared up at the finches and cardinals singing up above. 




When was the last time she’d truly made a decision for herself?
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The second week of training was finally here after a break over the weekend, but it felt like the thirtieth to Ahsoka. Sure they made some progress, but it was by increments. Yes, Ezra was a pretty quick learner when it came to the step sequences and such, but that was because he had already perfected them on his own. And of course Sabine was a perfect natural.




Not to be a pessimist, but they’d see if that applied to partner choreography with each other. 




“Pair skating is the same as dancing in many aspects,” Ahsoka announced. “You, Ezra, as the male in this partnership, will be the base of this interaction. You remain steady and consistent while she does most of the expression—a stone foundation for the artist to do her work. Can you handle that?” 




“What kind of a question is that?” He grinned as Sabine rolled her eyes. 




She remembered having that same confidence, and prayed it stayed with him. Ahsoka glanced at Hera, who did a poor job hiding her skeptical expression. 




“Alright then. Enough games, let’s get to work.” 




She pressed play on her phone and the music swelled around them. 




I used to hear a simple song




Sabine’s expression morphed into one of betrayal. 




That was until you came along 




Now in its place is something new 




I hear it when I look at you




“Hera, this is my solo exhibition routine! I know it by heart.” 




“Then you shouldn’t have a problem going through it, should you?” 




Sabine glared at her feet. 




Ahsoka felt for the girl, really. If she was in her place, she might have felt the same frustration—feeling that she’s being held back or restrained for Ezra’s sake. And in a way, she was. But it would all work out in the end. It was simpler to only have one independent variable involved, one person learning, another more experienced and adapting. She would see it someday soon, and she’d be glad. 




In the meantime, they had her retaliation to deal with. 




“We’re going to walk through the first verse together,” Hera said, surprising them as she stepped onto the ice in her skates. “The choreography has been altered to include a partner, so Sabine, you’ll be learning something new too.” 




Her vacant glare was painful enough to make even Hera look away. Still, the seasoned coach stood firm.




“Will you show Ezra the choreography for the solo part, please?”




“Now?” The usually so confident girl suddenly fidgeted and looked away. “I don’t know if I remember it all.” 




“You can do it.” 




Ezra backed off to the edge of the ice, watching her expectantly. 




“Go for it,” Ahsoka called encouragingly. 




She huffed, a bit embarrassed, but went to the middle again, raised her arms, and waited for the cue. Hera restarted the music. Sabine exhaled and took off. 




With simple songs I wanted more 




Perfection is so quick to bore 




You are more beautiful by far 




Are flaws are who we really are 




Yeah right little miss ‘I don’t remember it.’ She was a star.




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




It was official, Ezra loved Hera. 




He knew she had chosen this routine because he’d studied it so much thanks to her advice. For hours that weekend he had sifted through YouTube and even found Sabine’s social media—anything that had a video of her skating. Familiar names popped out at him during the search as the list of partners expanded: Korkie Kryze, Cassian Andor, Derek Klivian, and Wedge Antilles to name just a few . That surprised Ezra. He’d met Wedge several times at solo exhibitions, but had never known he used to be a pair skater. They skated for the same country, after all. 




That searching reminded him that partner skating, as it turned out, required an entirely different mindset than solos. Kanan’s words sank into him: You’re in charge of her safety . He of all people knew the risks of skating injuries. And man, his scars itched horribly today. 




But as he watched Sabine skate, the itching subsided and stopped entirely. Though her attitude had some room for improvement, he couldn’t deny that she was a spectacular athlete. 




Graceful, strong, and true. If Hera believed that he could keep up with this, she definitely had more faith in him than he did in himself. 




I used to hear a simple song




That was until you came along 




You took my broken melody




And now I hear a symphony




The choreography itself wasn’t terribly complex, and clearly she went for lesser level jumps than required in the competitions, but he could pick it up easy enough. Just trusting in the basics and his instincts would get him through. 




And now I hear a symphony




“Beautiful work, Sabine” Hera called. “We’ll start with the first half and continue on from there.” 




Sabine slid to a stop as the music faded off, chest heaving. She nodded, and smiled breathlessly, brushing hair away from glittering amber eyes.  




Wow. 




He returned to the middle of the rink, humming the melody to himself. He loved Cody Fry’s work. It was a skater’s dream. Orchestral atmosphere with dramatic flare and lyrics? Call him Italian, because chef’s kiss .




“Nice work,” he said—genuinely. 




She raised an eyebrow. “Somehow I don’t believe you.” 




Ouch.




Hera cleared her throat before he could defend himself. 




“Let’s start from the top.”




She rattled off commands and they obeyed, standing back to back.




He glanced at Kanan, who was listening carefully. He made a firm fist over the boards, then pressed it meaningfully to his chest. Ezra knew what that meant. 




Rock. I’m the rock. She, the water skipping across stones, wild and free.




Easy, right?
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Their progress was great, really. At this rate, they might make it to the Olympics in ten years!




No, maybe fifteen. 




Hours of grueling practice had passed, each more difficult than the last, and still they had hardly any progress. Sabine was about ready to burst from frustration. Her feet ached, her head pounded. 




Creative suppression, that’s what this was. She was being held back, and it sucked. 




He just couldn’t keep up. It’s like they were fighting against each other instead of going together. They’d fallen so many times—and gotten back up—but it hurt.




Ezra leaned on his knees, body trembling from fatigue. She couldn’t hide her shaking either. Damnit, she hated feeling so weak .




“That’s enough for today,” Kanan said with a sigh. “Take a rest. We’ll come back and continue this tomorrow.” 




Ezra left the rink without a glance in her direction as Sabine collapsed onto her back on the ice with a sigh, letting exhaustion overtake her. She was so close to snapping. 




So. Close. 




But she took a deep breath in, letting her chest rise and fall as the cold seeped into her back. When she felt like this, one thing made her feel better. The one thing she’d loved since a child— art . 
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Ezra used the time off they were given to explore the grounds a bit more, but it quickly went south.




Why did the house have to be so big?




He wandered down an unfamiliar hall, peeking into doors. He’d turned around several times, and swore he had already seen that mirror and potted plant twice. 




Wonderful. Already lost. 




He supposed he could find a door leading outside and start from ground zero at the entrance, to attempt to follow Zeb’s directions again, so he picked a random door that was cracked open and entered.




The room had a faint chemical smell mixed with something earthy and wood—definitely wood. Tall windows allowed for natural light to filter in, giving the space an ambient, warm feeling. A shelf at the back of the room was stuffed with supplies galore random papers, pencils, brushes, and things Ezra couldn’t even name. 




He let himself in and checked for a door leading outside. No luck. He noticed a canvas propped up on an easel and moved closer. A warm cup of tea sat on the table beside it, steam still rising from the top. 




“What are you doing here?” 




Ezra whirled around. The mistress herself stood in the doorway with a box propped on one hip.




“Oh. I uh, got lost.” He rubbed his neck. “You have a really big house.” 




Duh, you idiot. 




Sabine surprisingly didn’t goad him. 




“Where were you trying to go?” 




“The solarium. Hera suggested I check it out.” 




She snorted and finally entered the room, setting the box on a table. She unpacked the contents—several cans of paint, he noticed. 




“The solarium is in the upper south wing. This is the lower south wing.” She snickered at his groan. 




“I can’t tell left from right. If skating wasn’t my profession, I’d say I have two left feet… and hands.” 




As a paint can clinked gently against the counter, her lips actually quirked up into a half-smile. “I’d say it’s pretty accurate nonetheless. Today proved that.” 




The smile and joke stunned him so much, he failed to register the insult until several seconds later, when she was disappearing into the large closet on the left side of the room. 




“Wha— hey!” 




“Your words, not mine.” 




She laughed . 




Two markers fell out of the box and rolled on the ground, so Ezra picked them up. Considering his head hadn’t been bitten off yet, he assumed it was okay for him to be in here. It seemed that off the ice she was more relaxed, or at least willing to interact neutrally. He rolled the markers between his fingers. 




“I didn’t know you’re an artist,” he stated awkwardly, looking around at the shelves full of supplies, paper, and canvases just waiting to be used. 




“Only half of what you see is mine. The real masterpieces are my father’s.” She gestured toward one of the paint-covered tables, where that lone canvas sat. “That’s what I’ve been working on.” 




The painting was a splash of bright colors and paint splatters, with a bird-type of symbol reaching for the heavens. More detailed birds surrounded it— wrens , he noticed with a hint of pride. Sneaky.




The largest bird had its wings stretched up to the sky, lines of color swooping down from it, almost like the bird was being dragged down. 




It was… stunning, really. 




“What do you call it?” 




She blinked a few times, probably surprised by the question, and considered the painting for a few heartbeats. “Chasing Dreams.” 




“Did you just come up with the title now?”




“No,” she lied. 




He grinned. “It’s amazing. I could never be as talented as that.” 




Wrong thing to say, apparently. 




Her smile suddenly disappeared. “Everyone says that. It gets old at some point.” 




He opened his mouth to apologize, but she cut him off.




“Were you automatically a skating prodigy, Ezra? Like, the first time you stepped onto the ice?” 




A sudden wave of nostalgia and… deja vu swept over him as he recalled the memory of skating for the first time.




“Well no. Of course not. I fell flat on my sorry butt.” 




“It’s the same with art. My first paintings sucked.” She opened a second closet, filled to the brim with dusty, abandoned canvases, paper, and more. “There’s a world of failure behind every success. If we want something bad enough, we have to work toward it—and fail.” 




Her gaze grew distant for a moment, and suddenly Ezra could see a different person in front of him. 




Then he opened his stupid mouth. He just had to ask. 




“So, I noticed that there are only three of you in the family portrait. Your father, is he…?”




She blinked twice, clearly not understanding his vagueness. Ezra sighed. 




“Is he… dead?”




“Oh.” She made a face like she was trying not to laugh. “No, he’s alive. Just away on a business trip.” 




Well, one less thing they had in common. That was good for her at least.




“Why isn’t he in the portrait?” 




“He painted it, Ezra.” Oh shoot, he really was an idiot. “Haven’t you heard of Alrich Wren, the artist? I think he was in the news recently.”




Ezra sighed in relief. “I don’t keep up with the news, but I didn’t want to assume—or you know, say something dumb. I know how that goes, but… well… heh.” 




Her eyes went flat. “You always say something dumb.” 




He was caught so off guard by the change in mood from personal back to their usual insults and bickering that he almost laughed. 




Sabine . Almost made him laugh. Gross. 




She shoved him out the door before an indignant—and probably stupid—rebuke could fall from his lips.




“Now shoo. I have work to do and I don’t need you messing it up.”  




Ezra remembered the markers in his hand. “Wait—is it alright if I borrow these?” 




One perfectly groomed brow arched up. “Uh, sure, I guess? What are you going to do with it?” 




“You’ll see.” 
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“I have to say, this isn’t a bad idea,” Hera noted. 




Kanan had to agree. Ezra brushed the ice shavings off of his knees, blowing his hair out of his eyes. “I have my moments.” 




He stepped back to admire the thick lines drawn across the rink. Sabine rolled to a stop in front of them, examining them closely with an artist’s eye.




“Marking up our movements,” she noted. “Hm.” 




“Red is me, blue is Sabine,” Ezra explained. “I don’t know if it will work, but it’s worth a try.” 




It wasn’t a bad idea, per say, but it wasn’t preferable either. If Sabine she could have her way, she wouldn’t accept it and would insist on bulldozing through. Kanan waited patiently for her response, mentally sending a reminder her way and praying she’d take his advice to heart.




I’m not asking you to roll over and go with whatever—just to consider that in order to function as a team, some things might have to change. 




A sigh. 




“Alright,” she relented. “Why not try something different?”




That’s our girl. 




Ezra stood stunned for a moment, but Kanan heard the scrape of his skates approach her. Hera hovered at Kanan’s left, arm brushing his. 




“I don’t know what you said to her,” she chuckled, “but thank you.” 




“How do you know it was me?” 




“You give good advice. You’ve always been wise like that. I’m glad you have someone who listens to it.” 




She moved away to bark more orders. He felt Ahsoka’s gaze on him. 




“I’m keeping you in check,” she whispered. “Check?” 




He nodded. He was fine. For now. “Check.” 
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Right, right. 




Rock. 




Listen to her. 




God, his heart pounded. 




Ezra stood at the edge of the rink, the afternoon sunlight filtering in through the large windows. His leg bounced as he rubbed his arms. He’d abandoned his sweater a while back because he’d been overheating then, but now the cold crept in from all sides. Sabine noticed, giving him a cautious side eye from her place in the center. He didn’t care. 




Practice today had yielded few results so far, but he was determined to get this routine right. The last few hours had been struggle after mistake after struggle. There were some moves he just couldn’t get right even with the marked out placements. It wasn’t his fault, he tried to tell himself. It’s as Sabine had said, he would make mistakes before he got better. But why did it feel like it so bad? 




Ezra was determined to do better. 




Hera gently punched his shoulder over the boards. “Remember what I showed you and what Kanan told you.” 




He nodded and caught Sabine watching them cautiously. He held her gaze defiantly. Her eyes narrowed, but she looked away to get into positions when Ahsoka called for them to start. 




He settled in the center, in their back to back positions. 




I used to hear a simple song




That was until you came along




He closed his eyes and stood still as Sabine began. Rock . The gentle scrape of blades surrounded him as Sabine went through her movements, swirling around once, then the other way, before coming to stand before him. 




Now in its place is something new 




I hear it when I look at you




She met his eyes, her scowl softened by exhaustion. He took her gloved hand and they were off. 












Simple movements, but Kanan had emphasized the importance of getting to know each other’s styles, so simple was best. 




Side to side, then she swerved around him. He stopped in place, let her pass by, took a breath, and continued on with crossovers. 




With simple songs I wanted more




Perfection is so quick to bore 




She was fluid, natural. Honestly, the coaches had made the right decision having one of them experienced in the choreography. That way usually only he made mistakes.




You are more beautiful by far 




Our flaws are who we really are




He’d prepared for this. He’d made a decision to commit to this—and he would. 




The big jump that happened at the crescendo of the song was coming. His heart pounded painfully, but he would not let it control him. He would not be in pain. 




He watched Sabine from the corner of his eye. She looked straight ahead, arms raised poised and perfect. The music swelled. 




She bent her knees. 




That’s his cue. 




Breathe in. 




His toe pick hit the ice—and up they went.




The world turned into a blur as he imagined himself as her; the same rotations, the same movements, the same timing they had gone over and over again. 




He landed, noticing Sabine touching down at the exact same time. 




“Yes, Ezra!” Hera cheered. “That’s what I like to see!” 




He recovered from the jump, pride swelling through his entire body. Yes! He had done it.




He glanced at her, catching her surprised gaze, and for just a heartbeat it felt like they were a team. 




The moment died in an instant when she looked away and prepared for the next jump. 




She took a breath, her left arm swooped down slightly— 




And once again! Almost perfectly in sync. 




This might actually work out. 




The coaches cheered as they slowed and the music continued. That’s as far as they’d practiced. Even Zeb, standing at the entrance, whooped for them. Ezra glided in a slow, big circle, arms resting over his head to catch his breath. Sabine circled as well, chuckling slightly in disbelief. 




“About time,” she snickered, but there was a hint, just a tiny, microscopic speck of warmth beneath it. 




Then his big mouth had to ruin it. “Yeah, I’m pretty awesome.” 




“Ugh.” She rolled her eyes and skated toward Kanan and Ahsoka, who was holding out a water bottle. 




He returned to Hera when she beckoned, beaming. “I can’t believe I did that.” 




She mussed up his hair roughly, causing him to laugh. “I can. Good job, kiddo.” 




Kanan joined them, surprise written across his expression. “Ezra, that was… great! How did you improve so fast?” 




Ezra glanced at Hera as she made pressed a finger to her lips, winking. He grinned. 




“I have my secrets.” 
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Secrets? 




Kanan shook his head as heard Ezra skate back to the center and do small jumps. Even after hours of skating, he was still practicing. That tenacity.




“Stealing my son away from me?” he teased. 




“Ha ha,” Hera drawled, flipping a braid over her shoulder. “You wish.” 




Kanan paused to listen closely to Ezra’s skating. Something had changed. His rhythm was different, more delicate; quick just before jumps when he would usually pause to take a breath. It was almost reminiscent of… 




C’mon. Seriously? 




Sabine. 




That kind of improvement didn’t happen in just a weekend. It just didn’t. 




“What did you do?




“Who, me?” He could imagine Hera’s saccharine innocent smile. “I just gave him some pointers.” 




“And by pointers, you mean…” 




“Oh, save me the lecture, Kanan. I know what I’m doing.” 




“I never insinuated—” He sighed through his nose. No, they would not argue now. “He needs to figure these things out on his own. That’s the best way for them to connect and learn together.”  




Hera sighed sadly. “I wish we could take a completely natural course with them, but the other teams out there have years on them. Some over a decade. They cannot afford to take their time.” 




Kanan sighed again, looking away. Hera touched his arm, the spot tingling. “He isn’t used to adapting to others. Sabine is. If she helps him with that, they’ll be just fine. Look how well it’s served him so far.” 




He looked to the rink, the two blurry shapes moving in the center, bickering about something superfluous as per usual.




“It’s a new generation, Kanan. Things are different now than they were for us. It’s our duty to adapt to their world.” 




“Yeah, but… don’t you ever miss how things used to be sometimes?” 




“What do you mean by ‘used to be?’” she asked cautiously. 




“Just anytime. Anytime that used to be.” 




“Of course, but we can’t dwell on that now, Kanan. Look to the future.” 




He sighed. “You’re right. As usual.” 




“Always.” She smiled and went to speak with Sabine. He watched her go as best he could, an ache settling in his chest.




Chapter End Notes




Posting a few days early because I just know I'm going to be crazy busy this weekend. Gotta love that Christmas hustle.




- I know some of you were excited to see what happened on Sabine’s field trip, but it just wouldn’t fit into the narrative satisfyingly, so I’ll leave it up to your imagination ;)
- Alrich is so sweet and I wish we saw more of him in the show :(
- I am absolutely enamored with Cody Fry’s music, so more may be referenced?? Not sure yet, but don’t be surprised if it happens.
- Heh, some of you thought I’d go angsty with leaving Alrich out of the portrait, but nope. He’s just out on a trip. Don’t fear, he’ll be back eventually.
- Things are finally starting to improve a bit for our two space kids. Bit by bit, their resolve is being chipped away. But I assure you, the contention is far from over >:)




Thank you all for reading, and I hope you have a happy holiday!




VII. Expectations
Chapter Notes




See the end of the chapter for notes
11 years ago… 




 




“Alright boys, it’s time for bed!” 




Mrs. Sumar stood at the door of the homey living room, hands perched on her hips as the chorus of boys, from three to seventeen, all grumbled, rolled over, and dragged their feet up the stairs. A few hesitated, but were gently herded away by their caretaker. 




Jai yawned and obeyed, tugging at his friend’s sleeve, but he wouldn’t budge. “C’mon, Ez, we have to go.” 




Ezra’s eyes remained glued to the television, leg bouncing excitedly. 




“Please, Mrs. Sumar,” he begged, staring up at her with his most convincing puppy dog eyes. “Just five more minutes. They’re doing a special on skating tonight. The Olympics .” 




She pursed her lips, adjusting the scarf covering her dark hair. “You can record it and watch it tomorrow. You know the rules, little man.” 




She smiled kindly as he sighed and hit record before turning off the TV. The girls were already upstairs running around in their matching pajamas, giggling, and teasing the boys for being slow. 




Ezra got ready for bed with good behavior, but little did everyone else know the genius plan formulating in his big brain. When bedtime came around and Mr. and Mrs. Sumar came to shut the lights off and say goodnight, Ezra rolled up in his blanket and pretended to sleep. But really, he stared up at the bottom of the bunk above him, listening to the retreating footsteps and Mrs. Sumar telling the girls goodnight across the hall. 




He waited patiently as the movement and breathing of the other dozen boys in the room slowed down. He almost got sleepy. Almost. But they he reminded himself of his mission and slowly got to his feet. 




Tiptoeing, ignoring Jai hissing at him “you’ll get in trouble,” Ezra made it all the way downstairs. Mrs. Sumar usually went to bed right after them, and Mr. Sumar went to the store to run errands, which meant freedom.




He sat down in front of the TV and turned it on again, making sure the volume was waaaaay down first. (Something learned from past blunders.) The show resumed from where he had left off, with some medalists from the 1998 Olympics.A woman in a sparkling gold dress spinning across the ice rink, glittering and practically glowing in the spotlight. He sat forward, listening aptly. She was one of his favorites. 




And now we take this time to reflect back on some of the champions of past Olympics who have made the sport what it is today. Next up, the magnificent three time gold medalist, the brilliant—




He certainly did not squeak when the lights turned on. 




Mrs. Sumar stood at the door, hands perched on her hips. Yeah, he was busted. 




“What do we have here?” 




Ezra smiled innocently. “A sleeping little boy?” 




Mrs. Sumar smiled, tsking. “I don’t see one anywhere. It’s time for bed,” she scolded. 




“But it’s skating!” he whined. 




“I’ll skate you straight to bed, young mister.” 




“Yes, Mrs. Sumar.” 




So much for watching the program. Still, he could record it and watch it tomorrow if he could manage to claim the TV before the big kids played Wii Sports.




“There’s a good chap. There will be plenty of time for big dreams in your sleep.” 
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Dinner that night was… more awkward than usual. And that’s saying something. 




At least the food was good. If nothing else, her mother’s talent was cooking—definitely not subtlety. 




“So, how did this week of practice go?” Ursa asked pleasantly in their native language as she served herself up garlic chili asparagus. They only spoke it to keep family traditions alive, but hey, Sabine didn’t mind. She was proud of her past and would gladly speak it whenever she could. After all, not everyone could say they spoke fluent Mando’a. “I never got a chance to ask you personally, but I heard from Al’orad Syndulla you had some progress.” 




Sabine scoffed, nudging her fork around. Ezra and Kanan had gone into town, and Hera and Ahsoka had the day off, so the Wren family was left to their own devices for the evening. Her mother had been gone most of the week for business meetings, so this was their first time sitting down together as a family this week. Aaaand Sabine possibly might have maybe been avoiding her when she was home, but details. 




“If you want to call it that.” 




“I like him,” Tristan added. Helpfully. “He’s okay at hockey, but it’s nothing I can’t teach him on.” 




“Hockey?” Ursa seemed intrigued.




“He asked to practice with me a few days ago. Naturally, I said yes. It’s Ezra Bridger, who wouldn’t?” 




Yes, goody little two shoes Ezra Bridger. The perfect child. 




Her fork clattered as she abruptly stood and returned to the kitchen. When she rinsed her plate (maybe a little too aggressively), her shoulder began to ache, so, with a wince, she grabbed an ice pack from the fridge and pressed it against the bruises. Huh, that pack was new. 




“You didn’t tell me your thoughts on the matter, Sabin’ika ,” Ursa prompted. 




“Kaysh mirsh solus.”




“C’mon, ori’vod , don’t be mean,” Tristan said. 




Ursa took a sip of tea and patiently set the cup down. “You cannot afford to be picky, ad’ika .” 




“Picky?” 




“We had to make a decision for you to keep your—” 




“Career alive, I know,” she scoffed. “And I’m not picky.” 




Tristan choked on his chicken, clearly struggling to keep a straight face. Sabine scoffed and pivoted on her heels to leave. 




“Mishuk gotal'u meshuroke, pako kyore,” Ursa called after her.




She hated hearing that. Over and over again. Her entire life.




No sympathy. Nobody ever had any sympathy for her here. 




I miss father. 




If anyone understood her, it was her buir . He knew she wasn’t ‘picky.’




Sabine flopped back onto her bed with a deep sigh. Her entire body hurt. She stared up at the ceiling, let the music stream through her earbuds as she skipped the songs like stones.




I knew you were trou—




No. 




When I was young




I never needed anyone—




Maybe next time, Celine Dion.




I'm a goddess with a blade




Shout so you don't forget my name




Loud loud loud loud




Much better. 




She sat up and stretched her arms up above her head, wincing at the pain in her shoulder, but it was nothing a little stretching and hot compress wouldn’t fix tonight. She twisted her torso, resulting in her sore obliques crying out beyond comfort. Then her calf cramped up. 




Alright, it was going to be that way tonight. 




We go hard




We so in it, in it




We pop stars (pop stars)




Massaging her calf with one hand, she opened her laptop with the other and was immediately greeted by an irritated email from Kallus. 




Did the man ever stop to breathe and relax for just one moment? 




Of course, on top of being an Olympic athlete, her mother expected her to keep up with her studies as well, which was why twice a week she was blessed by the presence of Dr. Alexandr Kallus, stuffy tutor and the sole provider of her education—as well as her talent agent in the artistic world. Comforting. 




Only winning winning now




Ain't nobody bringing us




Down down down down (hey!)




Instead of replying like a good little student, she pulled a blanket around her shoulders and wandered onto the balcony, the handmade wind chimes singing as she passed by. She shivered slightly and pulled the blanket closer, leaning on the balustrade. 




Say I'm on fire with a blade




You're about to hear my name




Ringing in your head like oh oh oh oh




Chopper barked somewhere and Sabine peered through the trees to see him chasing a frisbee across the lawn. She smiled, leaning a hand on her fist. Then that smile dropped when she saw who was throwing it. 




Of course, it had to be him. The ultimate mood spoiler. 




As if she wanted to be reminded of how perfect he was every single second. 




Here’s a complete stranger. Now skate with him, Sabine. Oh, you don’t like him? Too bad. You need to adapt to him, Sabine. Just be patient, Sabine. Don’t be mean, ori’vod .




The industry is mean. It’s cruel, and it doesn’t care to wait for you to learn. It attacks every weakness, every vulnerability, and chips away at it like water to stone. There’s no “adapting” to it. You had to become it. 




Stop. No.




This train of thought would only lead to darker places. She turned up the volume to drown it out, sinking into the familiar rhythm and verse. 




The truth is, she chose this path. Or, her mother chose it for her— No. She could have stopped when she was younger, but little Sabine had loved skating more than anything else presented to her. Not art, not writing, not science. She kept going. Now big Sabine had been thrust upon the mission set by her younger self, bound by a duty to not let her down. 




Isn’t that what a good person athlete is supposed to do? 




She paused the music and returned to the warmth back inside. She sat on her bed, clicking on Ketsu’s number and within two seconds, her face popped up on the screen. 




“Beanie! Spill it. Tell me all the tea about the new guy. What’s he like? Is he cute? Is it finally going to work this time?” She leaned closer to the phone and whispered, “Is he a hottie? I need all the deets.” 




Manda, she just couldn’t escape this guy, could she? Her head hurt from the massive eye roll as she laid down on her stomach, chin resting on her hands. 




“Hi, Ketsu. I’m well, thank you. It’s good to hear from you too.” 




“Don’t be sour. It’s the most exciting thing happening in both of our lives. Humor me.” 




Sabine made a ‘sour’ face. 




“C’mon, I’m dying here.” 




“Fine!” She ran a hand along the soft threads of her blanket. “So, do you remember that one time a week or so ago when I showed up at your place covered head to toe in ice cream?” 




“How could I forget such a delicious encounter?” 




“You remember how I told you about the stupid guy who ran into me?” 




“Mhm. You usually rant, little sister, but that was a memorable one.” 




“Well…” Sabine groaned, letting her face fall onto the soft blanket beneath her. 




Ketsu’s eyes widened almost comically.




“No. Way.” She cackled, the phone jostling. “No way. It’s him ?” 




Sabine nodded and Ketsu covered her mouth, laughing uncontrollably. 




“Only you, I swear,” she managed between giggles. “What are the chances ?”




“Ugh tell me about it. He’s such a jerk and smart aleck.” 




“I’ll tell you what I think.” 




Oh no. Sabine knew that voice. That was Ketsu’s trademark “what I’m about to say will make you want to punch me through the screen” voice. And what always followed close behind that voice was a comment on Ketsu’s favorite topic: shipping . 




“I don’t want to know what you thin—” 




“It’s fate.” 




Excuse me. 




What?




Sabine gagged. “It’s not fate, it’s stupid bad luck.” 




Ketsu hummed. “Hm. Sus.” 




“You’re sus.” 




“I’m getting vibes. I’ve connected the dots.” 




“You haven’t connected sh—” 




“Shhhhh, let the mastermind work.” Ketsu closed her eyes and thought for a moment, humming. “Yes, yes, I can see it.” 




“What?” 




“Your future together.” 




“You’re insane. Beside the fact I loathe him, we simply aren’t compatible. He’s so immature and just… a typical unbearable guy !” 




“God forbid that.” Ketsu chuckled fondly, her deep rasp comforting in its familiarity despite the teasing tone. “Tell me what you want. Just remember me when you’re writing invitations for the wedding.” 




“I hate you. Almost as much as I hate him.” 




“Feeling’s mutual.” 




They stuck their tongues out. 




“Anyway,” Sabine said, cringing at how obviously she changed the subject. If her best friend’s quirked eyebrow meant anything, she noticed. “What’s up with you?”




“Oh, have I got a story for you.” Ketsu rambled on about the latest workplace drama as Sabine listened on, reacting when appropriate. 




See, this was the type of person she liked to hang out with: Unproblematic. Knew how to have fun. Charming. Funny. Smart. Mature.




Unlike him. 




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




“We can’t avoid it forever,” Hera said.




Kanan sighed, running a hand down his face. “I just don’t know if he’s ready.” 




“The only way to know is to do it,” Ahsoka added. She leaned closer, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “Do or do not, there is no—” 




“If you keep quoting that crazy old loon, I’ll slap you.” 




Ahsoka chuckled. “Who’s an old loon?” 




“I’m ten years older than you.” 




She sucked in a breath. “Yikes, point proven.” 




Putting a cup on the coffee machine, Hera smiled as she watched them interact. The friendship her co-coaches had was sweet. She didn’t completely understand exactly how it worked at times, but it was endearing nonetheless. The young Tano clearly looked up to him, and he looked up to her in a way too. Unspoken mutual respect like that was rare to find these days. 




“I’ll start quoting Skywalker. Maybe then you’ll shut up.” 




“Ugh, there’s a reason I left the sport,” she huffed, stretching her arms above her head. “You try living under his tutelage for eight years. You’d pity me.” 




“I already do.” 




She punched his arm. 




“Have you reached out to him recently?” 




She shook her head. “No. Haven’t had the time. Also wanted to keep Ezra’s change of plans under the radar for a bit, if you get what I mean.” 




“We should get the twins to come over. They might enjoy getting to know Sabine and Ezra. Maybe they can give them some pointers.” 




“Skywalker twins?” Hera asked. She joined them at the table with her steaming mug of mocha. “Leia and Sabine are pretty good friends. Have been since kids.” 




Kanan huffed. “The connections in this industry will never cease to amaze me. Everyone knows everyone.” 




“Well, Anakin was trained by Kenobi, who skated with Kryze, who is the sister of the other Kryze, who coached…” Ahsoka tilted her head. “Okay, I see your point.” 




“But we’re getting sidetracked,” Hera sighed. Kanan frowned. “We have to move forward with this. I know it will be difficult, but… Instinct does wonders to motivation.” 




“I’m not sure if that’s the best idea with his current… situation.” She could practically see his paternal instincts prickling up in defense of his son. Of course he would be protective of his health—and he had every right to—but there were times to be a father and times to be a teacher. 




“Problems aren’t erased by avoiding them. Take it from me. I’ve had my own share of troubling experiences. Life doesn’t let you do it your way. You know that too,” she added quietly. 




Ahsoka’s fingers tapped at her cup, looking away awkwardly. Kanan wrestled with himself for a moment, then sighed in resignation. 




Hera reached a hand over to clasp both Kanan and Ahsoka’s. “We have to see just what he is capable of doing before deciding what he can’t.” 




“Do or do not,” Kanan muttered.




“Do,” Ahsoka confirmed. “It’s time for him to do it.” 




“I believe he can,” Hera challenged. “Do you?” 
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Thank the stars for Mondays. 




… 




But only because it wasn’t Tuesday. Or Wednesday. Tuesdays meant dance conditioning (ew) and Wednesdays meant cardio and strength training  (double ew). 




Ezra woke up expecting to go the the rink like usual. Things had been going great ever since completing the basic I Hear a Symphony choreography. Like seriously. They could make it to the Olympics tomorrow at this rate, in his totally unbiased opinion. Sure, the routine they did was pretty basic and the true partner elements hadn’t even been added yet, but from a supremely optimistic point of view, things were smooth as butter. He’d fed off of the euphoric high of victory from their first successful run through, propelling him through the day. Sure, he nearly collapsed from exhaustion, but it was so worth it. 




He was just pulling on socks when his phone rang, Kanan’s photo popping up. He answered. 




"Hey, wassup?" 




“Don’t come to the rink today. Meet us in the dance studio.” 




Darn it. Monday luck. 




“Why?” 




“You’ll see.” 




Kanan hung up without further explanation— unsurprisingly —so Ezra grumbled as he changed into sweats and a light shirt, then left. He had reached the top of the first flight of stairs, glancing at his phone, when he nearly bumped into someone. 




He met Sabine’s narrowed eyes with a glare of his own, neither saying a word as they stood at the top of the stairs. 




Walking down calmly and ignoring each other? Unacceptable and awkward. 




Telling her ‘ladies first?’ He’d probably get punched. (It’d be worth it)




Sabine glanced at the stairs, then back at him, back leg tensing. 




Oh. It’s on. 




She took off like a spring, skipping the first three steps. Ezra took after her, but she managed to keep a slight lead, having the advantage of familiarity with the stairs. They sprinted past Zeb, who howled with laughter and jeered them on. Sabine nearly shoved Tristan over, to which she received an angry curse Ezra didn’t recognize.




Was that another language? 




He couldn’t allow himself a moment to reflect as Sabine pulled ahead. She burst though the dance studio door a millisecond before him, her shout of victory turning into a yelp as Ezra tripped over her ankle, causing her to land gracelessly on her stomach as he fell to the ground beside her. 




A shadow passed overhead as they recovered from the fall, giving neither a chance to gloat or start another bickering session. Kanan stood above them, looking unimpressed.




“You’re early for once.” 




Ezra grinned and extended a hand, but Kanan cuffed him playfully upside the back of the head before helping him up. Ahsoka and Hera were already stretching on the barre as they chatted, either completely ignoring or oblivious to the situation. Most likely the former.




Okay then. 




He dumped his duffle off and stretched his arms above his head. His soreness from the past two weeks had faded. He was ready to meet week three with head-on force. Sabine hung her bag on a hook and removed her sweater, eyeing the coaches—and Ezra—warily. 




“What are we doing?” 




“Dance conditioning.” Hera said, right arm reaching over her head in 4th position. She wore a lightweight long sleeve shirt and yoga pants, revealing her well-muscled form usually hidden beneath bulky clothing—and reminding Ezra not to ever go in an arm wrestle, race, or shavit , any type of physical competition with her.




“It’s Monday.” 




“So?” 




Sabine seemed skeptical. “Mm no, I know you. That can’t be all.” 




Hera rolled her bad shoulder, wincing at the pull of tight skin. She set her hands on her hips. “You’re right. It’s time to try lifts.” 




Sabine’s eyes widened, brows furrowed. Ezra looked back and forth between them, unsure how to respond to her reaction.




“Already?” 




“We’ll run out of time before long. These are the most difficult aspects, so you need to get a head start on them as soon as possible.” 




Sabine looked up at the ceiling, bounced on the balls of her feet, then took a breath. “Okay. Fine.” 




Hera smiled. “Great. Warm up like usual, but Ezra, don’t stretch strenuously.” 




“Why?” 




“Just trust us,” Kanan chuckled. “And trust me, the last thing you want is to be loose during a lift.” 




That’s when it hit him. They were going to do lifts .




Like holding someone in the air while moving , lifts.




It was official, he was terrified. 
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Warm up gave Sabine a chance to wrestle her own anxiety down. She reached toward her toes, body nearly folding in half, and whispered “Mishuk gotal'u meshuroke, pako kyore” to herself over and over again. “Pressure makes gems, ease makes decay.” 




Ezra glanced at her from his own stretches at the barre, but she didn’t care. 




“Pressure makes gems, ease makes decay.” 




“Is that some foreign language?” he asked. 




She huffed, seriously resisting the urge to kick him. “Mando’a. I’m Mandalorian.”




“Oh. Nice.” 




“Let’s get started,” Ahsoka announced. They straightened. “First up, stationary lifts. Lifts are hard enough while standing still without ice beneath you, which is why today, we will be on solid ground.”




“Lifts are by far one of the most dangerous elements you will encounter in pair skating.” Kanan stepped forward, and Sabine noticed with a pinch of pride that he was talking at Ezra, not her. “Throws are another level of hell, but that’s for another day.” 




Hera proceeded to explain the basic differences between groups and types of lifts, as well as some of the requirements in competitions, and blah blah blah blah. She’d heard it all a thousand times. 




Okay, so she zoned out. But she snapped back to attention when Hera said her name. 




“Let’s start with Group 1, lutz lift. It’s a simple hold from the armpit, then hip. Less effort on the woman’s part.” Hera smirked. “Can’t say the same for the man in any of these situations.”  




Sabine stepped closer to him as Hera explained the basics of the positioning and timing; she’d stand with her back to him, their knees would bend together in anticipation, she would leap up, and he would continue the momentum into the final pose.




“Wait,” Ezra said after their first walk-through, “is there a way I could see an example?”




Hera’s mouth snapped shut as she thought. She glanced at Kanan, but his expression was impassive behind his eye mask. Oof, the tension was thick enough to slice through with a blade. “Maybe some other day when we’re more prepared.”




Meaning, she didn’t trust Kanan to hold her while blind. Ouch. But perfectly reasonable, really. Still, it got the suspicion gears churning in Sabine’s mind. 




Hera cleared her throat and continued with her instruction, showing Ezra where to place his hands. He hesitantly placed them at her waist, but Sabine rolled her eyes and grabbed them, holding them firm in their place. 




“Get used to touching me. It’s not that deep. Don’t be immature.” 




Ezra sputtered something about ‘not being immature,’ but thankfully went quiet. The magic idea of guys touching her had faded a long, long time ago. It was practical. It was work. It never meant anything. 




They continued on with the instruction, getting down the basic lutz lift, then moving on to other variations, each more difficult than the last. 




Ezra’s arms began to tremble over the next half hour. She said nothing, and neither did he. 




It seemed only she noticed his fatigue. 




“Let’s move on,” Hera announced. “This time, a bit of a more difficult pose.” 
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That turned out to be a horrible idea.




Sabine winced as she stood from the ground. Ezra had lost his balance, nearly dropping her, but she’d fallen backwards on the dismount, tipped off balance by his stumble. 




Oh, she was getting annoyed. 




Clearly, obviously , he wasn’t ready. He didn’t have the strength or endurance to hold her up, but still they made him do it. She was almost his height, after all, and he was a slender guy. So she fell. Nearly. Every. Time. Optimism was never her strong suit, but this really pushed the limits.




Still, if this was to be a war of wills and wits, she would win. She had to.




“Five, six, seven, eight,” Hera began. 




She leapt up, feeling the too-tight pressure of his grip on her waist. That would have to change. They almost had it, then her arm sweeped upward, in perfect form, then he flinched and she fell onto him, both collapsing to the floor. Her chest heaved as she shoved herself away from him. 




That’s. It. 




What was his problem ?




“I knew this wouldn’t work,” Sabine seethed, pushing herself up from the ground and dusting herself off. “He’s barely taller than me! How can we expect him to be able to do this—” 




“Enough,” Hera snapped. “There’s still time.” 




“Is there really? He’s struggling—” 




“He’s learning, of course he’s struggling—” 




“No! It’s something else. Something else no one has told me and I hate it. I hate secrets!” 




“There are some things that stay personal,” Kanan said, grabbing Ezra’s arm and holding firm before he could lunge forward. 




“Not with partners!” Her voice became shrill. “Not when I’m trusting someone with my life !” Her breaths suddenly quickened. “How can I trust someone who’s too afraid to be straight with me?” 




“I’m not afraid!” Ezra snapped, pulling away from Kanan.




Manda, she was sick of this macho persona. She knew fear when she saw it. She saw it in the mirror every goddamn morning.




“Damn straight you are! What is it?” She leaned closer in his face. “What has you so afraid you won’t let me get near you, huh?” 




Ezra’s fists tightened into a ball. 




“What is it that has you so terrified ?”




“Sabine, that’s enough !” Hera snapped. 
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The young skater’s chest heaved, but her glistening eyes never moved from Ezra’s, pinning him in place under the intensity of her emotions dumped into his soul. 




“That’s enough for today,” Kanan announced, breaking the tense silence. “Take a break.”




Sabine fled from the room. Hera chased after her, casting a helpless, sad glance back at the other coaches and a soft smile toward Ezra.




As Ahsoka took his hand, he noticed hers trembling. 




No. No, it was him. 




Maybe he really was the problem. 
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“Sabine!” 




She walked faster, closer to the art studio where her thoughts and emotions might actually make sense. Ever since the words of accusation had fallen from her lips, the flood of pent-up emotions began to seep through the cracks, eroding away at the walls around her composure much quicker than she would have liked. 




Her chest pounded, a helpless burning, grating, pressure threatening to burst her chest open. 




A strangled scoff slipped from her lips. She pressed the back of her hand to her mouth to stop it, walking faster.




Hera jogged to catch up, blocking Sabine from moving.




“You and I need to talk,” she ordered, standing firm. Sabine knew from experience there was no resisting or getting past her. There’s a reason Hera was a Marine. “He’s learning, Sabine. You need to have a little more patience and tolerance.” 




Yes. Yes, it was her . Always her fault. 




“Well, he should learn faster.” 




“Don’t you project onto him.” 




The comment stung like a slap to the face, Sabine reeling back in shock. It had the desired effect, however, because the final chips of brick fell away. She snapped.  




“What, so I have to be perfect? I have to be expected to already know everything? And the instant I make a mistake, suddenly it’s the only one anyone ever cares about. Well, what if I’m learning too, huh?” 




Her voice cracked and she looked away, arms swinging down to her sides. 




“What if it’s hard for me too? What if I’m scared? I try my best, I do my absolute best—I try to trust your judgment but haar’chak , it’s so hard !I’ve worked my entire life to get here and for what? No one else puts in as much work into this as I do. My entire life is this. This. And I can’t. Get. It. ” 




Gentle hands cupped her face. Then Sabine noticed the tears on her cheeks. She tried to move away, but Hera caught her shoulders. 




“I’m tired of being the one who has to fall for others to fly. It’s just not fair.”




The last of the wall crumbled away, like a single pebble falling hundreds of feet until it finally dropped into a pool of endless dark water with a gentle splash. She broke. Hera gathered her into her arms, chin resting atop hers. Sabine punched her stomach weakly and tried to slip away as strangled sobs slipped from her lips. 




Hera shushed her gently and held firm. “Take it out on me. Don’t take it out on him.” 




She cradled Sabine’s head as she gave up her struggle and sunk into the embrace, sobbing. 




“Let it all out, love,” she whispered. “Let it out. It’s not your fault.”




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




Ezra fumed, pacing back and forth across the ice. Kanan had thought skating might help take his mind off of what had just happened, but so far yielded no results. At least he could talk though his turmoil.




“I’m new to this! How can she expect me to be instantly perfect at everything?” 




“Because that’s what’s expected of her.” 




How was that fair? She felt pressured, so she just projected that onto him? Ezra wrestled with that. Kanan sighed and held out skate covers, gesturing for Ezra to exit the rink. As he waited for Ezra to finish putting on the covers, he stood patiently in front of the trophy display. 




“What’s in this case, Ezra?” 




He stared up at the impressive shelves and wall covered in awards. “Trophies. Medals.” He fidgeted. “Didn’t exactly need all her accomplishments staring down at me, so I never looked close.” 




“Why don’t you look now? Tell me what you find.” 




Ezra obeyed, albeit suspiciously, and examined the plaques.That suspicion faded away as he lost himself in the newspaper clips. A photo of a much younger Sabine, holding a medal at her chest. Tristan at age ten in his junior hockey league. And then a specific magazine cover—a woman wearing a familiar golden dress—next to a medal with the Olympic rings caught his eye:












Ursa Wren - Women’s Singles 1994




He looked at the young woman in the pictures standing atop the podium. 




“Wait. Ursa?” 




Kanan inclined his head, a knowing gleam to his milky eyes. “That’s Mrs. Wren.” 




“Ursa Wren. As in, the three time Olympic medalist, Ursa Wren? That Ursa Wren?” 




Kanan frowned. “Yes, her name is Ursa Wren, we’ve established that.” 




Ezra shook his head, mind spinning as the pieces began to click into place. No wonder he’d found her familiar. How hadn’t he recognized such a prominent figure of his inspiration? 




“Sabine is her daughter?” 




“... Yeeeeah? Are you okay? Did you hit your head?” 




Suddenly everything made a bit more sense. If only he hadn’t stupidly never thought to ask the first name of the mistress of the manor (and was too intimidated to do it, anyways).




“I just didn’t recognize her. Now she seems so…” 




“What, old?” Kanan said with a hint of mirth. He was nearly the same age after all. But Ezra was being serious. He shook his head. 




“No. Sad. She’s not the same woman in these pictures.” 




Somber silence surrounded them. Ezra stared forlornly up at the repertoire of awards, wondering just how someone so successful, so profound in what she did, could just leave the sport. He looked closer at the inscription on one of the medal stands. 




“The newspaper clips, medals, trophies—everything stops at the same year. She was only 19 when she stopped.”




19.




The same age as Sabine.
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VIII. Trust
Chapter Notes




See the end of the chapter for notes
Time to rip off the bandage. 




Kanan had navigated the massive manor and managed to fine her room with Zeb’s help, and now stood in front of the door, knuckles rapping gently on the wood twice. He sighed. 




A muffled, “Whoever it is, go away,” was the only reply.




“It’s Kanan. I brought you a caramel apple from the candy market. I know you loved the one we got on the field trip.” 




Shuffling. The door cracked open, one single amber eye peeking out. “You did?” 




He smiled, holding up the paper bag. “May I come in?” 




The door opened completely, revealing a tired Sabine with dark circles under her eyes. He handed her the bag and squeezed her shoulder as she led him inside. 




“Are you okay?” 




“Didn’t sleep well.” 




“I’m sorry.” 




She waved him off, peering into the bag. “Oh, that smells heavenly.” 




Kanan chuckled as she tore off a piece, and accepted when she offered one to him. She bit into hers, humming in delight, and swallowed. Her face assumed an impassive expression as she contemplated the bag. 




“I’m guessing you want to talk.” 




“I want to make sure you’re okay. That’s all.” 




Her lips pursed. She sighed and waved him toward the balcony. He let himself into the space, surprised by the deep pink and purple walls of her room covered with framed canvases and random sketches plastered across the walls. Though he couldn’t make out details, and had to turn his head to look past the dead spots in his vision, he could tell it was a very vibrant and warm space compared to the rest of the house. His head brushed against a set of wind chimes as he ducked onto the balcony. Sabine guided him to a wicker chair—hand-woven, she confirmed when he asked—and sat down across from him.




Contemplative silence stretched out between them, the gentle tinkle of the chimes slowing as they settled, a rustling of leaves surrounding them from all angles. He could imagine this room had a beautiful view of the property, up here on the second floor. 




Sabine broke the silence. “I’m sorry I blew up yesterday. I said some… rude things.” 




“I understand. It’s not easy, what we do.” 




She scoffed. What an understatement. 




“Are you doing okay?” 




“Better. But I don’t know. It’s a lot.” He heard the rustle of the bag as she fiddled with it. 




“I’d ask you to trust me on this, but you’ve heard that enough recently haven’t you?” 




She laughed bitterly. “Yeah. And I am trying to trust you guys, but…” She exhaled through her nose. “I’m sorry. It’s not personal. It’s really not.” 




“You don’t have to apologize, Sabine. You know I understand you.” 




After a shaky breath, she set the bag aside and crossed the balcony to lean on the balustrade. Kanan rose to join her. Silence once again surrounded them. 




Now, Kanan couldn’t claim to be an incredibly emotionally intelligent person—certainly not like Hera—but he could empathize with her situation. There was no easy way to go about it, and he’d avoided the topic before, but now it was time to face the root of the problem head on before cutting off the stem only made those roots dig deeper. The combination of what Hera had told him and what he’d gathered from the explosion yesterday spoke volumes enough. 




“I don’t know what happened with your previous partners—or partner—but I understand you, Sabine. It hurts . And I’m so sorry it happened to you.” 




Sabine’s nose began to run. She sniffed and wiped at it. After a moment, she said, “I’m fine.” 




“The past can’t be unwritten. It’s okay to be angry about it.” 




“But if I’m angry it will distract me.” 




“It’s already distracting you.” She looked away. He set a hand on her shoulder. “Trust is a fragile thing to fix. But you do have to fix it eventually.” 




Sabine only looked down at her hands. Never in a million years would she admit it to him, but Kanan knew she wanted to trust Ezra. Her past partnership, had a chokehold on her ability to trust—and that had to change.




“One of you is going to have to cave sooner rather than later.” He pulled back and finished off his apple slice. “I don’t like secrets either. Frankly, I believe the world would be better if no one had them.” She chuckled. “But this secret of Ezra’s is not mine to tell. I know that sounds cliché, but it’s true. Just trust me when I say that he really is trying to do better, even if progress may seem slow.” 




She nodded. 




“And that doesn’t mean I don’t notice all the hard work you’ve put into this. You’re seen.” 




Another sniffle. Kanan set a comforting hand on the back of her hair, ruffling it gently. 




“Ahsoka and I do this thing whenever she’s worried about me. All she says is ‘check,’ and if I’m doing okay, I say ‘check’ too. If I don’t say anything, then she knows I need support. Would it be okay if we do that too?” 




Sabine nodded. “Yeah. I’d like that.” 




“Alright then. Check?” 




“Check.” She smiled. 




They laughed it off and each grabbed another slice of apple. As Sabine chewed the sticky caramel, she said, “Hey, may I ask what happened with you and Hera? She doesn’t talk about it much beyond technicalities and skating, but I want to know how it ended between you.” 




“We trusted each other. Then she wanted to go one way, and I wanted to go the other. We pulled ourselves apart.” He stared down at his hands. “I really don’t know how else to explain it.” 




She nodded, surprising him when she leaned her head against his shoulder. “Thanks, Kanan.” 




“Anytime, kid. You good for practice today?”




She thought for a moment. 




“Always.” 




✼  ҉  ✼  ҉  ✼




Hera found Kanan already at the rink lacing his skates with expert precision. He didn’t look up as she approached, focused on the task at hand. Zeb had just finished up with the zamboni, the loud mechanical hum of the machine filling the arena until it shut off with a rumble. He lifted a hand in greeting and Hera returned it. 




“What are you doing?” Hera asked Kanan. Innocently. 




“Skating.” He stood, rolling his neck and shoulders. “Have to start thinking of possible choreography for the kids. Ezra and I had some song ideas to play with, but nothing will be for certain until we get Sabine’s opinion on the matter, of course.” 




Hera nodded. As Kanan stepped toward the rink, she reached a hand out to help, but he flinched away. 




“I’ve got it.” 




The rejection of her help both stung, confused, and shocked Hera. What did he think he was doing? 




Kanan found the boards and followed it to the entrance, opening the door and stepping onto the ice. Maybe after yesterday he trying to prove something to her, but it was still dangerous for him to be on the ice. 




To her utter surprise, he skated forward like anyone else, looping and doing crossover turns a few times to warm up. Zeb, sensing the tension, made a quick retreat out of the back door. As she watched him skate, completely silent and obviously ignoring her, she crossed her arms and sighed, searching for a topic for small talk. 




Small talk. How their relationship had digressed.




“Ahsoka’s right. We should bring in Luke and Leia. Maybe they can give the kids some tips. Ezra would appreciate having other skaters their age around.”




“Or, you know, we could just show them ourselves.” 




Alarm rang through Hera’s head as she scrambled for a reply to surreptitiously avoid or divert the topic 




“We’re getting old,” she attempted to laugh it off. “Not as young as we used to be.”




Absolute BS. She’d seen the name of the local gym on his duffle bag, and had noticed the subtle tone of his arms. He kept up with Ezra, a teen boy nearly at the height of his physicality. She’d be a fool not to notice. Honestly she was one to talk, keeping up almost the same physicality she’d maintained in service. But… still, the idea left a bitter taste. 




Kanan clearly noticed the hesitation in her voice and frowned. “Not too old yet. Is there a problem?” 




It’s a trap. He knew damn well what it was, and unfortunately there was no way she’d be able to get around his stubbornness once he wanted to get a specific sentence out of her mouth. 




“Kanan, you’re… different now.” There. She said it.




“What, blind?” He spun around, skating backwards. Hera’s breath hitched to warn him as he sailed for the edge of the rink, but he turned last minute, gliding parallel the boards with less than a foot to spare. “Yeah, I’m aware.” 




Hera’s heart raced in uncomfortable anticipation. She did not like where this conversation was going. 




“You don’t trust me, do you?” he accused.




“Listen, is this about yesterday?” 




“No. Absolutely not. Why would you say that?” he drawled, every word dripping with sarcasm. “I’m making sure I’m prepared enough for training.”




Emotionally prepared, maybe. She leaned her forearms against the boards, lacing her fingers and pressing her fist to her forehead as she took a deep breath. Yesterday really had been an explosion of every possible scenario that could have gone wrong. Sabine and Ezra weren’t speaking to each other, Sabine specifically was a mess, and now Kanan was upset with her. Fantastic. She loved her job. 




“You know what I meant. We haven’t done any skating together for 12 years. Things like that require constant work. For our safety—“




“This isn’t about that.” 




He slid to a stop, ice spraying in a wide arc. She straightened. So this is happening now. 




“What is it about, then?” He just gave her a look. “Fine. I know you’re still upset with me.” 




“Really?” 




“For once, Kanan, drop the sarcasm. I’m serious.”




“So am I.” 




He continued to skate as they talked. She didn’t mind. He’d always been like this, needing to move as he worked through his thoughts. If he stopped moving to think, then she knew it was getting really heated. 




“What do you want out of this? What do you want me to say , Kanan?” 




“I don’t know,” he confessed, head tilting toward her. “Just something.” 




Her chest panged, some little forgotten part of her breaking loose and crying out to get onto the ice and pull him into a hug. That little piece had been so carefully wrapped up in a thousand bandages, tucked away within the folds of her soul so deep not even a bullet could pierce the barrier, yet his words managed to break through.




That just made her angry.  




“You think it was easy to leave?” Hera demanded. “I never wanted to leave you, but I had a choice to either stay and live with the guilt of doing nothing for the rest of my life when I could possibly make a difference in the world, or leave and risk you getting angry, our relationship falling apart from argument and a difference in morals. Which do you think is better, Kanan?” 




“I don’t know!” 




“Well neither do I. But it’s in the past. And there’s nothing either of us can do about it.” Silence stretched on. Hera sighed, removing her headband to help abate the pressure growing in her head. She smoothed her hair over the scar on her scalp, then set her face in her hands. This hurt . But she knew he had all the right to be angry. Really, the fact he was even still talking to her was astronomical. “We were both young. We were both idiots. It could have been handled better.” 




“That doesn’t change that it did happen. You know, it would have been nice to hear from you. To know you were okay.” 




A pang began in Hera’s heart. She hadn’t even thought about that. She’d shipped off to war in the most dangerous areas across the world, onto the frontlines, and hadn’t ever told him she was alright. 




“I just wanted to trust you to tell me what you were thinking like you always used to before that day. Or maybe a call sometime after. You know, to tell me how you’d been. The only way I knew you’d survived deployment was when you appeared in the headlines after starting coaching with Sabine.




“Do you know how hard it was not knowing whether or not you were even alive ?”




He’d stopped skating sometime while talking, muted eyes staring down at his feet, voice vulnerable and trembling in some parts. Hera had to shake the chilling cold of guilt and sympathy from her bones. She’d never meant to hurt him. 




She said as much, but he clearly didn’t believe her. That just pissed her off. 




“I should have talked to you more before I left,” she lamented. “I should have allowed you to help me make the decision, but I know now that I was scared.” 




“You, scared?” he scoffed. 




“I was scared of losing you, so I blocked you out. But I guess I lost you anyway.” 




He didn’t reply, sightless eyes fixed on the opposite side of the rink. 




“It was hard for me too. Heartbreak’s an ugly thing, huh?” She attempted to make light of it, but he only came closer to the exit. He stopped right next to her, towering above her even more in his skates, but she didn’t feel an ounce of fear. Only grief that the tiny gap between them still couldn’t be closed. 




“It wasn’t my heart that was broken, Hera. It was my trust.” 




The doors swung open, revealing Tristan with his hockey jersey on, but as Hera turned to reply to Kanan, he had already stormed off the rink and set to removing his skates. The bitter taste of unfinished business remained in her mouth. 
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“Um, I hope I’m not interrupting. Is practice starting earlier?” Tristan asked, standing at the doors. 




Kanan had plopped himself on the bench, old-school style headphones on as he removed his skates.




Hera’s smile was forced. “No, it’s okay, kiddo. The rink’s all yours.” 




He didn’t quite believe her, but shrugged and continued to get ready. Sabine wandered in just after him (Kanan and Hera had both left) and pulled her skates from her locker. Of all the things that could have happened, his sister asking to play hockey with him was pretty far down the list. Or maybe not on the list at all. 




But hey, who was Tristan to refuse vod bonding time? That was exceedingly rare, especially so with Father away on a business trip, so he’d take any opportunity to hang out with her. Besides, Ezra hadn’t practiced with him in a few days, so Tristan was antsy and eager for someone else to bully—er, coach . 




What? He was just a better player.




So that’s how he got here, playing goalie, staring his Olympian sister down across the ice. She had put on her old hockey skates, probably dusty and stiff from underuse, and laced them all the way up. (Not like Tristan, who had the top few notches undone to allow for ankle flexibility, but she, as a figure skater, wouldn’t dare stoop that low.) 




She swished the puck side to side, standing in place and staring him down as if strategizing a way to take him down. Well, she could try. And she would fail. 




Sure enough, she darted forward, still sure with the stick, and swept around the back of the net, attempting to knock it in from the corner. He blocked it with his foot. Easy peasy. 




When he gloated, she laughed it off, rolling her shoulders. “Hey, I’m rusty.” 




“Oh, I know.” 




She slid to a stop so ice sprayed on him. When he swatted at her she jumped out of his reach. 




Laughter and fun times like this were few and far between for them. Mother had them both working hard to secure their futures, which was something he was grateful for, but couldn’t help wondering what other teens do with their siblings. Still, he cherished these rare moments in which they were as they used to be—before whatever happened between Sabine and her previous partners ruined her love for the sport, and therefore her joy in general.




As he stooped down to scoop up ice shavings and throw a tiny snowball, the door to the rink opened and Sabine went still; his snowball hit her square in the cheek, but she didn’t flinch. Tristan craned his neck to wave at Ezra, his friend lifting a hand back in greeting, but avoiding Sabine’s gaze. The guy seemed like he needed a break—-unsurprising considering their ‘little’ spat yesterday. Yes, he knew all about that. They weren’t very quiet about that after all. 




His sister had turned away, looking toward the windows as she rolled her jaw. Aaaaand her good mood was gone.




Seriously, it time to do something about this. 




“Hey,” Tristan greeted. “Wanna join us?”




Sabine whipped her head around, but, taking them both by surprise, Ezra agreed and went to put his skates on.




“What are you doing?” Sabine hissed once he was out of earshot.




He shrugged innocently. “Inviting my friend to play. What, are you afraid ?” 




Her eyes flared. That was answer enough. She stormed away to the other side of the ice, nearly tripping over the absence of her toe pick when she attempted a simple spin to throw off some of her frustration.




Tristan sighed, adjusting his faceguard, which had tilted sideways. 




Oh Manda, hopefully this won’t blow up in my face.
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Ezra joined the Wren siblings on the north side of the rink, hockey stick twirling in hand. Sabine gave him a glance and turned away, saying nothing more. 




Fine by him. She’d said plenty enough yesterday. 




Tristan, on the other hand, was cheerful, fistbumping him with the giant goalie glove. “Thanks for playing.” 




“Sure.” Though he wasn’t sure if he would enjoy it. 




Nah, screw it. He wouldn’t let her ruin his mood. First step of trust—showing her who he really was: someone who liked to have fun no matter the circumstances. He had to admit that after his talk with Kanan yesterday, he couldn’t help but see her in a different light; he just wasn’t sure if that light was good or bad yet. 




“You want offense or defense?”




He glanced at Sabine, who only regarded the puck cooly. 




“Um… offense to start, I guess.”




Tristan grinned almost wickedly from behind the mesh of the face guard. “Great. Let’s get going.” He hesitated as Sabine took her position closer to the net, facing Ezra in the middle of the court.




“Are you sure you don’t want a helmet?” Sabine wasn’t wearing one either, hair pulled back so that only the purple ends stuck out of the short ponytail and few whisps of dark hair fell around her face, framing vicious golden eyes. 




“It’ll be fine.” 




Tristan shrugged, probably thinking it wasn’t his business to order them around. He bent his knees, glove up. Ezra wasted no time, springing forward and testing Sabine’s reaction time before he could let himself be intimidated—or look her in the eye. Her reflexes were pretty good; she managed to keep right in front of him and Ezra on the edge of his blades. Still, he feigned left and darted around her right as she yelled out in alarm.




He made a shot, but it was sloppy, allowing Tristan to block it without even moving much. The puck slowly rolled back out onto the ice as he chuckled. 




“Come on, Bridger. That’s all you’ve got?” 




“What? I’m rusty.” 




Tristan then made a face at his sister, who only scrunched up her nose in turn, but before he could ask what was so funny, music abruptly started up out of nowhere. Sabine’s sour expression melted into joy as she hooted at the familiar riffs; her cheeks flushed with exertion as she pointed at Zeb from where he stood by the speaker, the two grinning at each other.




Everytime that I look in the mirror




All these lines in my face keep getting clearer




The past is gone 




It went by like dusk to dawn 




Ezra had to laugh. Leave it to Zeb to spice up a tense situation with his iconic music taste. Clearly he and Sabine had an inside joke with this, because she skated backward, bobbing her head to the music and doing simple yet definitely planned choreography steps as she went, causing Zeb to laugh heartily as well. 




Tension drained from his shoulders.




Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all. 




Still on offense, Ezra smiled and caught the puck again. She snapped out of her trance, pursuing him, and the dance began. 




Isn’t that the way? 




Everybody’s got their dues in life to pay
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Zeb watched the kids with a fond smile, the nostalgic music streaming through the speakers. 




I know nobody knows 




Where it comes and where it goes 




I know it’s everybody’s sin 




You got to lose to know how to win




It was hard watching the little girl he’d practically raised destroy herself over the very thing she loved so much. But the kid would be good for her. He had to be. 




Besides, he’d bash his skull in if he did anything to really hurt her, so all angles were insured. 




Zeb chuckled at the thought and turned to the door to continued his chores. The kids would be find. They had each other. 
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Sing with me, sing for a year




Sing for the laughter and sing for the tear 




Tristan passed the puck back to Ezra after yet another blocked goal, but Sabine stole it from right beneath him, swooping by with a smug smile. 




Time to wipe that smile off. 




He pursued her, pushing hard in order to catch up. More stable in the hockey skates than she, he did so easily, but she was still able to keep it just out of his reach. 




Sing with me, if it’s just for today 




Maybe tomorrow, the good Lord will take you away




And then it dawned, and Ezra couldn't help but recognize the irony of this scenario. 




Sabine had control of the puck as well as their strangely estranged partnership; Ezra was constantly chasing a connection she resisted every step of the way. Every time she attempted to make a shot on her own, someone or something was in her way. Right now, that was him. 




But it didn’t have to be. Maybe he could help her make that goal. 




She swerved around behind the net, taunting Tristan. He’d managed to block every single shot from both Sabine and Ezra—that had to change. 




Ezra went the opposite direction, meeting her eyes and darting by, but he didn’t try to steal the puck. She watched warily, curiously, as he also swerved around the back and back toward her. Amber met cerulean again. He winked. 




A small, tiny, barely noticeable smile tugged at her lips. She suddenly turned toward the net, Ezra following just a heartbeat behind. Tristan squawked at the sudden offensive movement, bracing himself. Sabine feigned a shot to the left corner, then passed it to Ezra, who had swooped around from the right and caught the puck, shoving it into the corner opposite to Tristan. 




Ezra whooped, doing his iconic Tusken Raiders stick lift above his head. (They were such a fun team to watch.) Sabine rolled her eyes at his antics, and though she tried to hide it, a smile peeked through her facade. 




Tristan looked way too happy about missing a block. He was grinning unstoppably, looking between them. Yeah. He didn’t like that look. 




“Who would’ve known, secret teamwork!” the boy laughed. 




“Stuff it!” Sabine hissed. “ K’uur!”




Tristan held his hands up in submission, then his smile fell when he glanced at his glove. 




“Darn it, my strap broke. Hang on, I’ll go grab a new one.” 




He was gone before either of them could object. Meaning they were alone. Together. 




Dream on




Dream on




I dream on




Dream a little, I'll dream on




Ezra rubbed his neck, attempting not to notice as Sabine picked at the edge of her sleeve. Surely she was thinking about yesterday too. 




“So what’s the deal with the song?” Ezra asked, hoping to fill the silence. “ Dream On by Aerosmith, right?” It still played on over the speakers, looping, but strangely he didn’t mind. 




“When I was maybe thirteen or so, Zeb made a comment about my music choice for programs being ‘boring.’ I wouldn’t let that stand.” Nostalgia softened her expression. “I told him fine, I’d skate to a song of his choosing so he’d never complain about it again. He chose that one.” 




“How’d it go?” 




“I won first in the teen division.” She waved the accomplishment away, suddenly shy. “But that’s not important. Since that day on, all of my music choices have had to be approved by him. Not because he wanted to, but because I trusted his judgment. And I wanted to. It’s our own little game.” 




The words had flowed from her so seamlessly, Ezra almost forgot about their spat yesterday. Almost. Still, the way she just shrugged off a first-place win at 13? He couldn’t even begin to comprehend. Zeb’s placement and role on the household grounds was clear, but he was still curious how he tied into the Wren family itself.




“It must be strange having someone outside of your family being so close.” 




“It has nothing to do with blood.” She stared like he’d just grown a second head.  “It’s trust. All of it. Zeb is part of my family in his own way, though we do pay him to be.” Her lips twitched, hinting him to the joke. “I like to think he still tolerates my presence.” 




“It’s admirable that you do trust someone so much.”




She met his eyes, expression unreadable. Tristan chose that moment to return, oblivious to the tension and strapping his gear back on at the net.




“I have since I was an infant. I’d say I’d trust my life with him over anyone else in this world.” 




Even more than my mother. He could imagine the words flitting across her subconscious. 




She must have sensed that he sensed it, because suddenly the puck was stolen from underneath him and he yelped ungracefully. She stuck her tongue out, charging toward Tristan. 




“Come on, slow poke. Don’t let him stop us.” 




Ezra grinned, chasing after her. He wouldn’t. 




He dashed to the left side of the net, the two passing to each other. He attempted to make a shot, but Tristan easily blocked it. Time for Plan B. 




Sabine caught his pass, but Tristan caught on so she abruptly changed course and attempted to pass it back. But she slipped, tripping over phantom toe picks, and the puck sailed higher than intended—




Hitting Ezra square in the face. 




Pain blossomed across his unscarred cheek as his stick clattered to the ground, brain screaming with panic. He fell to his knees, trembling hands clutching his face as Sabine and Tristan both shouted in alarm. 




It’s fine, it’s fine, it’s fine, he told himself. It’s not a skate. It’s fine. Just a bruise. A bad bruise. I’ve had worse.




But the panicked voices in his head overtook all control, telling him it was a scar. It would scar. Scar. Hurt. Pain. 




Pain.




It had happened all over again. 




His fingers came back wet and red when he looked at them, vision clouding over. 




The tremble rooted in his entire body as his heart seized up, terrified, and waivered. He fell back onto the ice, the world fading to black as Tristan’s worried face hovered above him and Kanan called his name. 




How familiar. 




Sing with me, if it’s just for today 




Maybe tomorrow, the good Lord will take you away
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IX. Guilt
Chapter Notes




//TW: brief depictions of physical injury, blood, and PTSD//




See the end of the chapter for more notes
There were many things in his life Kanan had witnessed and never wanted to witness again. 




Ezra falling onto the ice, clutching his face as red poured from his fingers was one of them.




Instant alarm drowned out Sabine and Tristan’s cries as he dropped his bags, vaulting himself over the boards and sliding to his knees at his son’s side. Kanan couldn’t see all that well, but even a legally blind man could recognize the blood seeping from the open wound. Tristan had sprung forward once Ezra lost consciousness, his experience with hockey injuries kicking in combination with his instinct to stop the bleeding. Kanan merely let the kid do what he does, trusting his sight better than his own. 




Still, the placement, force, and irony of the wound had his mind reeling. It was hard to tell with the dead spots and blurriness of his vision, as well as the blood covering the right side of Ezra’s face, but the edge of the puck must have grazed along his cheekbone, around the zygomatic arch maybe an inch or so away from his eye.




In short, it could have been bad .




He sensed Sabine hovering nearby, kneeling on the ice with a probably horrified expression hidden behind her hands. 




“Is he okay?” she demanded. “What can I do?” 




You’ve done enough, the fiercely protective paternal side of Kanan wanted to shout. But the coach side who knew the young girl and her heart soothed that panicked reaction down, acknowledging that her frenzy wouldn’t help anyone here. 




“He’ll be fine, Sabine.” As long as you are too.




The last thing they needed was Sabine blaming herself and shutting down. There would be no going back from that. 




As if reading his mind, Hera and Ahsoka suddenly materialized at their side, the former pulling her protégé off of the ice and out of the arena to escape the situation. 




“Let it go, Sabine,” she urged, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “Come on. Give them some space. He’ll be just fine.” 




Ahsoka opened the first aid kit she had found and pressed a gauze to the wound. The bleeding had been heavy at first, but quickly subsided. Headwounds always bleed excessively because of the presence of major arteries, but heal quickly too because of that. He knew this and relied on that information to trust that Ezra would be okay. Didn’t mean it wasn’t terrifying to witness.




“Wait,” Tristan urged, moving her hands away. “Don’t press too hard. We don’t know if the hit fractured the cheekbone.” 




Oh. Fantastic.




Ahsoka nodded solemnly, applying less pressure than before. The fabric instantly soaked through. Tristan pulled Ezra’s eyelid up, shining a light in his eyes. 




“I don’t think he’s concussed, just passed out from the pain or shock.” 




“It wasn’t pain,” Kanan confirmed grimly. 




Ezra’s therapist had warned them of the possibility of this happening again should he ever was on the receiving end of another head injury. In a profession as dangerous as theirs, the chance was always there. He had just hoped it wouldn’t happen again with a track record as good as it had been. 




Ezra’s eyes flew open, inhaling suddenly. Tristan jumped to pin him down, forearms pressing down on his chest. 




“Don’t move,” Ahsoka snapped, holding his head firm with one hand. “You’re okay. It’s just bleeding a lot.” 




His chest rose and fell rapidly, soiled hands gripping Kanan’s wrist. 




“Focus on your breath, Ezra. Calm your mind. You’re okay.” 




He nodded slightly, eyes still wide, but no longer struggling. 




“Ezra,” Tristan said, “can you hear me?” 




“Yeah,” he whispered. 




“How many fingers am I holding up?” 




“Two.” 




Tristan sighed in relief. “He’s fine. No concussion hopefully.” 




Adrenaline seeped away, leaving Kanan’s body weak and the promising thump of a headache in his temple. “Ezra, can you sit up?” 




They helped him slowly sit up, Ahsoka replacing the first gauze. 




“You have to tell her,” he croaked. “Please.”




Almost everyone present understood what he meant; Ahsoka met his gaze. Kanan could never know exactly what was going on in his son’s mind, but this stumped him more so than usual.




“Are you sure?” 




“No more secrets.” 




Kanan squeezed his hand and slipped away, leaving Ezra to Tristan’s care. When he hesitated, Ahsoka touched his shoulder. 




“Go talk to her. She feels horrible.” 




“We’ll take care of him, sir,” Tristan assured. 




He obeyed, and, after following Ahsoka’s directions, found Sabine sitting in colorless atmosphere of the living room, her face buried in her hands. Hera sat beside her, rubbing her back in an attempt to comfort a guilt rooted so deep it had only just begun to surface. 




“Sabine.” 




She looked up, eyes pained and shimmering. 




“I never meant to hurt him. It’s always my fault with anything that happens, isn’t it? It’s always me who ruins everything.” 




Hera looked up and met his eyes, pulling the distraught young woman closer as if she could project her thoughts into his mind. She could. 




Don’t let them go down the same path as us.




So Kanan sighed and sat down across from them, feeling the flawless, cold leather of the cushions beneath his palm. “There’s something I need to tell you about Ezra. It’s about how he got those scars.”




Sabine sniffled, looking up with a vulnerable expression. “I thought you wouldn’t tell me.” 




“He wanted me to.” 




She nodded. “Okay. I want to know.” 




Kanan began his story. 
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Tristan guided him to the couch in the south corner of the arena—the “hangout” corner, as they had called it since kids. Ezra evaluated his appearance in his phone camera as Tristan cleaned the wound. Thankfully it wasn’t very deep and the bleeding had slowed quickly. Still, to be safe and hopefully prevent scarring, he decided to superglue the cut. 




“First hockey injury. Welcome to the brotherhood.” 




“Overjoyed,” Ezra scoffed, putting his phone away. He winced at the sting of disinfectant. “Where’s Ahsoka?” 




“She’s calling your therapist or something like that. You do PT?” 




“No.” Ezra winced again, but not from the pain. “She’s not calling the ER?” 




“As long as your cheekbone isn’t broken and it doesn’t get infected, I think you’ll be fine without going.”




“I’ve broken my cheekbone before, so I know how it hurts. This doesn’t feel like that.” He blinked. “You’re good at this. How do you know first aid?” 




Tristan shrugged, uncapping the glue and testing it on a spare scrap of gauze. “Besides the fact I’ve had to patch up more than a few of my hockey buddies, I’ve been preparing for medical school.” 
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“Medical school? You aren’t doing professional hockey?” Ezra shook his head. “But you’re so good.”




“Not good enough.” His eyes were soft and forlorn. “I know what it takes to make it in the industry, and while I am good, there’s a thousand players out there who are better than I am.” 




“But you love it so much. How do you know you won’t make it if you don’t try?” 




“I do love hockey. And maybe in another life I would pursue it, but being a doctor or surgeon is a more stable and reliable career than sports.” Ezra could almost hear Ursa’s voice in those words. “Sometimes sacrifices have to be made for happiness. I’m okay with that.” 




“I believe you could make it as a player. If you put enough time into it…” 




“Not all of us have the capability to give it our all to pushing our body beyond its limit every single day,” Tristan added gently. “Take my sister for example. Do you know how many times she’s been hurt?” 




Ezra stared down at his still-bloody hands. Where would he be right now if Kanan hadn’t found him? If he wasn’t skating? 




It wasn’t a possibility he wanted to imagine. 
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“Don’t be sad for me. I’ve made my choice.” Tristan pinched the ends of the skin together to allow the glue to dry. “Thank you for the vote of confidence, Ezra. Really. But this is my path. And I’m satisfied with it. I have to be.” 




The boys relapsed into contemplative silence, Tristan holding his tongue to keep from asking about something that wasn’t his business. Clearly Sabine would be hearing about it, so he’d wait until it was his turn, whenever that was.




“How does it look?” 




“It’ll bruise like hell, but I don’t think it will scar. More blunt force than cutting, if you get where I’m going.” 




He nodded. “That’s good.” 




Manda above, swear by the stars, Tristan wanted to ask so bad . He subconsciously glanced at the pair of twin scars on his other cheek. Self control. Not his business. 




“I know you want to ask about it.” 




Kriff, am I really that obvious?




“It’s alright to ask. I don’t mind anymore.” 




“Okay…” Tristan waved his hands over the freshly applied glue to help it dry quicker. “How’d you get ‘em?” 
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2.5 years ago… 




The stadium lights, bright and blinding as ever, glared down in their fluorescent glory; the gentle rumble of a thousand whispers and voices from the crowds echoed off the metal and concrete walls.




Ezra bounced on his skates, the thrill of anticipation and nerves rushing through his body as it always does before a performance. Kanan was a calm and steady presence beside him, misty green eyes covered by his mask, but still he smiled and set a hand on his shoulder. 




“You’ll be fine, Ezra. Just get out there and do what you do. Have fun.” 




Ezra grinned and removed his skate covers, handing them to Ahsoka. She put them in the bag and squeezed his gloved hands between her own.




“Go make history.”




“And now the warm-up period for the second wave of US National Men’s Singles will begin.”




The other skaters around him, from the ages of 18 to 26 each entered the rink as their names were called. A few patted his shoulder as they passed by or waved, while others completely ignored him. Ezra admired the skaters around him, feeling a strange sense of companionship and brotherhood despite the competitive nature of their profession. As the youngest person in the rink, he knew he had a target on his back.




What? He worked twice as hard as them to get here, so it was deserved. 




Still, his mind swirled and stomach churned as he waited patiently for his turn. As his name and name was announced, he entered the ring—and all thoughts disappeared. 




This was home. This was his turf. 




Here, he was unstoppable. 




Warm-up was always a chaotic time. Six figure skaters in the rink at the same time naturally called for a healthy dose of disarray, but it was exciting. Everyone working in tandem, lost in their own worlds. Invigorated with the thrill of competition, glittering costumes and flowing sleeves, their skates freshly sharpened to deadly perfection.




As Ezra skated backward to prepare for a toe loop, he caught Lux Bonteri, 26, nailing a triple axel. Poe Dameron, 21, across the way seemed to float without every touching the ice. He grinned, a thrill riding up his back at the thought of being surrounded by so much talent and skill—and being included in that group. 




Maybe it was proud and maybe it was arrogant or reckless, (yes, Kanan, he sensed that scowl) but Ezra flew into a quad toe loop effortlessly, some in the crowd gasping excitedly. He wobbled a little on the landing, but that was what warm-ups were for. They were the only time in competition a skater could afford to make a mistake. Better to make them now than anytime else. 




Even if it marred your street cred. 




Bonteri smirked a little across the way, somehow finding joy in the fact that a 16 year-old who had only been skating for eight years messed up in a warm-up. Honestly, the nerve of some people. Apparently he and Ahsoka had a thing a few years back. Briefly. She said his judgemental attitude and aire of importance following his momentary fame after a bronze grated on her nerves quickly.




So Bonteri was all talk. It was fine. Ezra could deal with that.




It shouldn’t have bothered him. 




It did.




Indignance flooded through his chest, accompanying the overwhelming urge to redeem his stature as the brilliant prodigy every news source and media dubbed him to be. Bonteri was a fabulous skater, but he was getting older—and more desperate and mean with age, certain to maintain his status in the industry. 




Well, his status was quickly being overtaken by a handful of younger skaters, one to name within the rink at this very time. Perhaps a quad salchow would put him in his place for now. 




Ezra skated backward, keeping an eye on Bonteri to time the jump right so that he would be sure to be watching. 




He didn’t look. 




He should have looked. 




Because while he mentally patted himself on the back for proving Bonteri wrong, he skated right into the landing zone of Mart Mattin, the second youngest skater of the group. He jumped. 




Mart spun on his landing just as Ezra reached the climax of his jump, rotating only once before the first skate made contact with his face. He felt the tear of his skin and heard the crack of bone right next to his ear. 




In a flash of metal and glittering clothing, Mart lost balance and the two toppled to the ice. 




His second skate came down in almost the same place, but Ezra couldn’t feel the pain. 




His head cracked against the ice. The world turned black.




How could he have been so stupid.
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In retrospect, his therapist told him it was perfectly normal for people who went through traumatic events to forget things that happened or not remember it entirely. “The mind likes to forget the pain of the body.” 




If he tried to remember, all he could feel was a phantom of where pain should have been, the ends of his nerves tingling with an experience the mind couldn’t remember, but the body could. It tended to itch, or sometimes spring on him at random times until the breath had been snatched from his lungs and his memory tumbled over itself to fill in the blanks. The clash and conflict between the two sides of his consciousness, in combination with emotional frustration and self-deprecating mindsets, created a brilliant concoction set to destroy this boy’s determination and will to persevere bit by neverending bit. 




He really couldn’t remember much else. Couldn’t remember just how much it actually hurt or what he had been thinking in those exact moments. 




And to be honest, he was glad for it.
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Tristan walked with Ezra to the door, his face much more symmetrical with the matching cheek wound and scars. Ezra hesitated with his hand pressed against the cool glass.




“Where’s Sabine?” he asked hesitantly. 




“Probably off hiding from her guilt in a corner.” Tristan shrugged, hands stuffed in his coat pockets. “She feels horrible about this. I don’t think I’ve seen her that scared in a long time.” 




“Really?”




“Sabine’s rough around the edges, but she actually does have a soft heart.” 




Ezra scoffed, recalling Zeb saying the same thing before the day he arrived at the mansion. “I’ll believe it when I see it.” 




“She let you when she’s ready.” 




Ezra wondered when or if that would ever be. 




Tristan sighed and followed Ezra outside into the cool morning, the cold air nipping at his nose. 




“She’s been through eight partners in the past year and more since before then. How is she supposed to know you’re the right one yet?” He chuckled. “I, for one, think you’re not half bad, but it’s not like my opinion has any say with my estranged sister.” 




Ezra chuckled as he fist-bumped him. “Thanks, man.” 




“Just don’t screw it up. I have more pucks where that came from.” 




Ezra had to laugh. It was hard to believe that at only two years younger than him, Tristan was sometimes so much more wise and mature. He let the crisp air flood into his lungs and condense in small clouds rising into the sky. He clasped Tristan’s shoulder and the two boys split ways. When he checked the buzz in his pocket, a text from Ahsoka gently reminded him to call his therapist later. 




He had some thinking to do.
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Sabine had found the rink empty and silent, only the bloodstain on the ice as remaining evidence of what had occurred that morning, so she’d wandered the yard in search of someone who might know. She found the housekeeper with a leafblower, herding the crumpled maple leaves away from the path. He turned it off as she approached and removed his earmuffs.




“Hey Zeb? Where’s—” 




He just jerked his thumb over his shoulder toward the east side of the yard, casting a sympathetic yet knowing half-smile in her direction. She exhaled. 




“Thanks.” 




She wrapped her cardigan closer around her to stave off the chill, gazing up at the near-barren trees. Though the sun was blessedly warmer today than it had been in recent weeks, winter was rapidly approaching–-a shocking reminder of how little time they had until Nationals. How little time she had to get her act together. 




Wandering through the perfectly groomed bushes and graceful archways inspired of her heritage, Sabine formulated a speech in her mind. Something that maybe, perhaps, might redeem her self-respectability and maybe perhaps earn his forgiveness. 




But at this point she doubted she deserved any of it. 




Still, she found him in the very center of the circle of pillars, kneeling on a square mat in front of her family’s heirloom stone inscribed with the names of those she descended from and the succession of the Wren Clan. Maybe one day she’d explain the significance to him, but that seemed too far out of reach to even consider.




Her speech disappeared in a moment of fear. 




“So you found the garden.” 




No duh. Who was without brain cells now?




He startled, turning toward her, then back to his meditation. “Yeah.” 




A pack of gauze and a bandage covered his cheek, hiding the impact of her actions. She hugged her arms, standing awkwardly a few feet behind him, unsure if she was welcome in such an intimate feeling place. Which was ridiculous, because it was her home, but this felt like his space at this moment. 




Don’t be a coward.  




She sighed and lifted her head, bracing herself for his anger.




“Listen, I just wanted to say… I’m sorry. Really. I didn’t know what had actually happened with your accident, but Kanan told me. I’ve been a jerk to you and it’s not fair.” 




To be honest, her behavior deserved more apology, but she just couldn’t form the words. She hoped he could feel them, though, in her voice and the actions she would take from this moment forward. 




Ezra inhaled long and slow, letting it out through his mouth for twice as long. Sabine fidgeted as she waited for his reply, dread building in her chest and pressing against her throat as the seconds ticked by.  




No anger ever came.




“I’m sorry, too,” he said quietly. “I haven’t been honest with you. Just angry, stubborn, and too proud to admit my weakness. What reason did I give you to trust me?” 




She blinked in surprise, something within her chest twinging uncomfortably at the words. She released it with a huff. 




“We’ve both been idiots, haven’t we?” 




He chuckled, “Maybe.” 




The space beside him to his left remained empty. He patted it. Sabine took the invitation, albeit hesitantly, and knelt beside him with a few feet of space between them for both their comfort. She shifted on her knees to get comfortable while he sat perfectly still. 




It was strange, fighting against her inner instincts to fight or run away from this situation, but she forced herself to sit still. She owed him at least that and more. 




“What are you even doing?” she asked. “I’ve seen you do this before—and straight on the ice too.” 




“Da—Kanan promotes mindfulness in our training. He always says ‘you are your biggest barrier and most intimidating enemy.’ But I’ve realized recently that specifically letting your fear be that barrier is the most dangerous. So I meditate and focus on what I can do. What is around me. Constant.” 




“May I join you?” 




He blinked in surprise. “Oh, sure. If you want to.” 




“What do I do?” 




“Have you ever done yoga?” 




“A little.” 




“It’s kind of the same principle. Close your eyes.” She obeyed, his voice remaining steady. “Forget everything you’re worried about and just focus on your breath. Inhale through your nose, let your lungs fill. Feel the oxygen spread through your body. Then let it out through your mouth slowly.” 




She felt the cool air, breathing as he instructed until his instructions faded away into comfortable silence. But her knees began to cramp up beneath her and she shifted her weight. 




“Stop fidgeting,” he whispered, not moving a muscle “You’re distracting.” 




“ You’re distracting,” she muttered bitterly.




He peeked an eye open, lips twitching into a mischievous smirk. “I have that effect.” 




Did he just—




“Ezra Bridger!” 




He dodged her punch, but only barely, the hit glancing off of his shoulder. He fake pouted, rubbing his arm. “You’re abusing me today.” 




“Want more of it?” 




“...No.” 




“Then shut up.” 




“Can I trust you not to hit me if I do?” The words came out as a joke, but held a hidden weight. 




She pursed her lips, considering. “Maybe. Can I trust you to see this through?” 




“Only if you do.” 




“It’s a deal then.” 




He stuck out a hand, cheesy, and she rolled her eyes as she shook it. 




“To be clear,” he added, “this doesn’t mean I like you.” 




She scoffed, but kept her promise and held back her punch. 




“Feeling’s mutual.”




It felt like crossing a threshold.




Something had changed. She just wasn't sure what.




She shifted on her knees again. “I don’t know how you manage to do this for so long.”




“Lots of practice. Come on, you can do it if you try.” When she pursed her lips, skeptical, he winked. “A wise person once told me ‘there’s a world of failure behind every success.’” 




Sabine laughed, the sound bouncing gently against the pillars around them. "I wonder who that could be."




A little of the guilty weight lifted off her chest. Maybe this would be okay after all. 
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Ahsoka smiled victoriously from her place ducked behind a hedge. She supposed that if it took a drastic injury to bring them close together, at least it hadn’t driven them apart. Sure, they were nowhere near out of the woods yet, but just being one step closer brought so much relief. 




She left the two to their own devices, not feeling a shred of guilt for eavesdropping, and returned to the kitchen for a much needed cup of coffee. Maybe she’d play around with some choreography ideas in the dance studio or go skating herself later. 




But upon reaching the kitchen, the murmur of two familiar voices brought her to pause and linger outside the door. 




“I meant to talk to you about earlier.” 




“Hera, I’ve had enough for one day. I need a break.” 




“So do I, but this is important.” 




“Fine.” Kanan’s voice took on a bitter tone that had Ahsoka cringing. “Go for it. Speak your mind.” 




“If we can’t trust each other, how can the kids?” 




“Good question. And whose fault is that?” 




“I don’t know. You tell me. I’m just trying to keep this team together.” 




“Well, you’re trying a lot harder than you did with us, aren’t you?”




Silence. Absolutely nothing. 




“I’m still capable, Hera. I want to work with you again, believe me, I do , but things can’t just magically go back to the way they were before.” 




“I know,” she sighed, suddenly so quiet Ahsoka could barely hear it. “And I’m trying. It’s just hard.” 




“I still stand firm for what I thought back then, you know.” 




“So do I. I wouldn’t change a thing.” 




“Good. Then we know where we stand.” 




With that, his footsteps approached and Ahsoka had no room to escape. She maintained her place leaning against the wall, waiting for her friend to come around the corner. When he did, he sensed her and turned a nearly sightless gaze in her direction. Deep circles showed under his eyes, and endless sadness lingering behind them. 




She lifted her chin. Check? 




He shook his head and continued on. She’d leave him alone and then check on him later, but until then she left. Hera might not appreciate eavesdropping like Kanan did. 




This was why she was there. Actually, when she’d heard that Ezra would be switching career paths, she’d prepared herself for the possibility of her career changing too or at least ending her journey with Ezra. After all, with both Kanan and Hera, as well as her lack of experience in pairs skating, her presence might not have even been needed in the Wren household. However, she had taken one look at Kanan’s decidedly vacant expression when explaining the situation to her and knew that he needed her help, and he needed her there. Maybe not forever, but at least she could do something for now. 




And she was fine with that.




Her phone buzzed in her pocket as she made her way to the studio, coffee abandoned for now. 




 




Skyguy: You didn’t tell me Ezra’s career is changing. 




 




She sighed, wincing at the passive aggressive tone. Apparently word had gotten out already. Gossips probably saw Ezra and Hera out in public, or Sabine with her and Kanan, and put two and two together.




 




I was keeping it incognito for a while to allow for things to settle down. 




I thought we trusted each other. 




 




Wow. Lots of trust talk today. 




 




Of course I trust you. It was a step I had to take for his sake. Just to be careful. 




I know you understand.




You’re right. I’m being overdramatic. Old habits, I’m sorry. 




How is he?




Hanging on. Wren is her own level of fire. 




The mother or the daughter? 




Funny. 




Both, I’d say. Though, the former doesn’t show it often. 




Typical. 




 




Yes, Anakin had his run-in with Ursa Wren a few times, as a fellow famous prodigy at the same time, and safe to say the clash of personalities was… interesting to witness. But they were friendly, as most veterans end up being. Even through her own training Anakin reflected on his competitors with a strange sort of fondness or nostalgia. 




A brief sense of sadness flashed through her at the memories, but she shook it away with the reminder that things turned out okay. He had his kids to coach, and they were his entire life. 




 




Hey, I had an idea. Thought I’d run it by you. 




Shoot for it.




Do the twins have a day off anytime soon?
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